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f Fer be who pieaſes, never fails of vit: 
Honour is yours | 
And you, like kings at city-treats, beſtoav it 

Toe writer kneels, and is bid riſe a poet: 

Hut you are: fickle ſovereigns, to our for roꝛv, 

You du bh to-day, and Bang a man to-morrow 3 

'You cry the ſame ſenſe up, and denon again, 

Fuſt like braſs money once a year in Spain: 

Take you i th mond, whate'er baſe metal come, 

You coin as faſt as groats at B irmingham : 

Theugp 'tis nþ more like ſenſe in ancient play,, 
Than Rome's religion's like St. Peter's days. 

In ſhort, ſo ſwift your judgments turn and wind, 
Vu caſt our fleeteft wits a mile bebing, | 

*Z ere ell your judgments but in plays did range; 
But eben. your follies and debauches change Et 
With fuch a'wbirl, the poets of your age 

Aire tir'd, and cannot ſcore them on the ſtage, 

Unleſs each vice in ſhort-band they indite, 

Een as notcht prentices whole ſermons writes 

The ben dy Hollanders no vices knows |, 

But what they us'd a bundred years ago; ** 

Like honeſt plants, where they wwere ſtuck they grow. 
They cheat, but ſtill from cheating ſires they come z 
They drink, but they avere chriſt ned firſt in mum. 
Their p&;-imonjal fluth the Spaniards keep, ; 
And Philip firſi caught Philip hoxw to ſleep. 

The French and we fiill change; but here's the curſe, 
They change for better, and wwe change for woxje,, * 
They take up our old trade of conquering, 

Andi æve are taking theirs, to dance and ſing : 

Our fathers did, for change, to France repair; 

And they, for change, will try our Engliſh air. 
As children,” when they throw: one toy aqway, 
Straight a more fooliſh gewgawv comes in play: 
So wwe, grown. penitent, on ſerious thinking, 
Leave whoring, and devoutly fall to drinking. 
Scoring the watch grows out-of-faſhion wit z 
Nou we ſet up for tilting in the pit; | 
Where tis agreed, by bullies chicken-bearted, 
To fright the ladies firſt, and then be parted... 
A fair attempt has twice er thrice been made, 

To hire night-murd'rers, and make death a trade. 
When murder's cut, what vice can wei advance; 
_— the new-found pois ning trick of France? 
And when their art of rats-bane ave have got, @ 

By xvay of thaiiks, we'll ſend them oer our plate 
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By a Friend of the AUTHOR, 
HERE's none, I'm ſure, who is a friend to 


love, | 
But will our fryar's character approve: 
The ableſt ſpark among you ſemetimes needs 
Such pious belp for charitable deeds. 
Our church, alas] (as Rome objatts ) does want. 
Theſe ghoſily comforts for the falling ſaint”: 
This gains them their who e- converts, and may be 
One reaſon of the growth of popery» 
So Mabomet's religion came in faſhion, 
By the large leave it gave to fornication, 
Fear not the guilt, if you can pay for't ell; 
There is no Dives in the Roman Hell. 
Gold opens the ſtrait gate, and lets him ins 
But want cf money is a mortal ſin. 
For all beſides you may diſequnt to heaven, 
And drop a bead to keep the tallies even. | 
Hou are men cozen'd flill with ſhews of gad 
The bawad's beſt maſk is the grave fryar's boad. 
Though vice no more a clergyman diſpleuſes, 
Than dectors can be thought to hate diſeaſes. 
*Tis by your living ill, that they live veil; 
By your debauches their fat paunchss ſwell. 
Iis a mock war between the prieſt and devil; 
When they think fit, they can be very civil. 
As ſome, ⁊ꝛbbo did French counſels moſt advance, 
To blind the world, haue railed in print at France, 
Thus do the clergy at your vices bawl, 
That with more eaſe they may engroſs them all. 
By damning yours, they do their 6wn maintain 
A churchman's godlineſs is always gain. 
Hence to their prince they will ſuperior be; 
And civil treaſon grows church loyalty : * + 
They boaſt the gift of brawen is in their power; 
Well may they give the god they can devour. 
Still to the fick and dead their claims they lay; 
For Yis on carrion that the vermim 5 rey. 
Nor bave they leſs dominion on our life; 
They trot the buſband, and they pace the wife. 
Rouze up, qc cucbalds of the northern, climeiy ,, 
And learn From Seoeden to prevent furh erimes. 
Unman the fryar, and leave the boy drone 
To bum in bis forſaken hive alone; | 
He'll work ns beney when his fling is gone. 
Tour wives and daughters ſoon will leave the celle, 


When they baue loft the ſound of Aaron's bells. 
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Alphonſo ard Pedro meet, with Soldiers on tach Side. 
Drums, &e. 


A pb. 0: AND! give the word, 
Ped, The queen of Arragon. 
Alpb. Pedro —how goes the night? 
Ped. She wears ap:ce. 
pb. Then welcome, day-light ; we ſhall eve 

The Moor will gage | warm work on't: 
His utmoſt forces on this next aflault, 
To win a queen and kingdom, h 

Ped. Pox o' this li-n-way of wooing, though. 

Js the queen ſtirring yet? 

Agb. She has not been a-bed, but in her 3 
All night deyoutly watch'd, and brib'd the faint 5 
With vous for her deliverance; 

Fed. Oh, Alphonfo, 

] tear they come too late: her father 5 crimes 
Sit heavy on her, and weigh down her x praye:s, 
A crown uſurp'd, 'Aa lawful ting depps d, 
In bondage held, debarr'd the common light; 
His children murder d, and his friends deſtroy'd, 
What can we leſs expect than what we feli, 
And what we fear will follow ? 
Alph, Heav'n avert it. 2 
\ 'Ped. Then heav'n muſt not be bew. : | Judge 

"The et : 
By what bs paſs'd. Th' Hardee: 56" not long 
His ili-pot/crgwn ! Tis true, he dy'd in, peace, 
(Uariddle that, ye Pow'rs ;) but left his daughter, 
Our prefent que-n, engag'd upon his death-bed, 
To marry with young Bertran, whoſe curs'd father 
Had help'd to make him great. 

Hence, you well know, this fatal war aroſe; 
Becauſe'the Moor Abdallah, with whoſe troops 
| A 3. | 1 | 
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Th uſurper gain'd. the kingdom, was refugd. .. - 
And, as an infidety his love —_ Gon mp IR; 

Ab. Well, we are ſoldiers; Pedro, and, He | 
Pleaa for our pay. [lawyers , 

Ped. A good cauſe would do well though; 

It gives my ſword an edge. You fee this Bertran 
Has now three times been beaten by the Moors: 
Wbat hope we have is in young Aa N 
Your brother's ſon. CY 
Alphb. He's a ſucceſsful warrior. 
Our watchmen, from the tow'rs, with longing eyes, 
Expect his ſwift arrival, 
Ped. It muſt be ſwift, or it will come too late. 
Aiph., No more: Duke Bertran, 
Enter Bertran, attendel. 

Bert. Relieve the centries that have watch 4 all 
| night, {Fs Ped, 
Now, Colonel, have you diſpos'd your r men, |; 
That' you ſtand idle here? Nr 

Ped. Mine are drawn off, 

To take a ſhort repoſe, 

Bert. Short let it be; | 
For, from the Mooriſh camp, this hour and more, 
There has been heard a diſtant humming noiſe, 
Like bees diſturd'd, and arming in their hives. 
What courage in our ſoldiers? Speak! what hope? 

Ped. As much as when phyticians ſhake their 

heads, 
And bid their dying pztient think of heaven, | , 

Bert. Good-night, all then. | 

Ped. Nay, for my part, 'tis but a fi ingle bl 
1 have to loſe: I'll plant my colours down 
In the mid-breach, and by them fix my foot; 

Say a thort ſoldier's pray'r, to ſpare the trouble 
Of my few friends above; and then expect 
T he next fair bullet. * 

Enter à Captain. 

Capt. To arms, my lord, to arms! 

From the Moors' camp. the noiſe grows louder ſtill. 

Bert. Some falſe attack: expect on th' other ſide: 
One to the gunners on St. Jago's tow'r; bid them, 
Level their cannon lower, on my ſoul, {for ſname, 
They're all corrupted with the gold of Barbary ä 

To carry over, and not hurt the Moor. 
Enter a ſecond Captain. 
2d Capt. My lord, here's freſh intelligence ar- 
Dur army, led by valiant Torriſmond, Friv'd; 
is now in hot engagement with the Moors; 8 
"Tis ſaid, within their trenches, 55 
Bert. | think all fortune is reſery'd for him. 
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He might have ſent us word, though; 

And then we could have favour'd his attempt 
With ſallies front the toẽ ...... 

Alph. It could not be: 

We were ſo cloſe block'd up, that none could peeg 
Upon the walls and live; but yet*tis ume 

Bert. No, tis too lates I will not Hazard it: 

On pain of death, let no man date to ſally. | 

Ped. [ Afide. } Oh, envy, envy, how it works 
How now! what means this ſhow * {within him! 

Aipb. Tis a proceſſion: 

The queen is going to the great cathedral, 
To pray fbr gur ſucceſs againſt the Moors. 

Ped. Very good: ſhe uſurps the throne 3 keeps 
the old king in priſon; and, at the ſame time, is 
praying for a bleſſing : Oh, religion and roguery, 
how they go together | 

' [ Shout, and a uri of trumpets. 


Enter Lorenzo, who Encels to Alphonzo. 


Bert. [To Alph.] A joyful cry; and fee your 
ſon, Lorenzo: good news, kind Heav'n! | 

Alph. [To Lor,] Oh, welcome, welcome! Is 

the general ſafe ? 
How near our army? When ſhall we be ſuccour'd ? 
Or, are we ſuccour'd? Are the Moors remov'd ? 
Anſwer theſe queſtions firft, and then a thoufand 
Anſwer them all together. more; 

Lor. Yes, when I have a thoufand tongues, 1 
The general's well; his army too is fafe {with 
As victory can make them: the Moors” king 
Is ſafe enough, I warrant him, for one. 

At dawn of day our general.cteft his pate, 
Spite of his woollen night- cap: a flight wound; 
Perhaps he may recover. 

Alph. Thou reviv'ſt me. 

Ped. By my computation' now, the victory was 
gained before the proceſſion was made for it; and 
yet it will go hard, but the prieſts will mak e a 
miracle of it. 

Lor. Yes, faith we came, like bold intruding 

gueſts, 
And took them unprepar'd to give us welcome. 
Their ſcouts we kill d, then found their body fleep- 
in 
And as they lay confus'd, we ſtumibled-o'er — 
And took what joint came next, arms, heads, 
legs, | 
Somewhat indecently. But, when men want len 
They make but bungling work, 
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Bert. III to the queen, 

And bear the news. 

Ped. That's young Lorenzo's duty. 
Bert. I'll ſpare his trouble 

This Torriſmond begins to grow, too faſt; 

He muſt be. mine, or uind. IAſide. 
Lor. Pedro, a word. Abiſper. I [Exit Bertran. 
Na Te Lor. ] How _ of the enemy are 

g {Jain ? 

Lor. 'Troth, Sir, we were in haſte, and could 
not Ray 

To ſcore the men we kill'd, But there they lie. 

Beſt ſend our women out to take the tale; 

There's circumciſion in abundance for them. 

[Turns to Pedro again 

Ab. How far did you purſue them? gt 
Ler. Some few miles. 

To Ped. ] Good ftore of harlots, ſay you, and dog- 


cheap ? 
Pedro, they muſt be had, and ſpeedily. a 
V'ye kept a teaious faſt, [Whiſper again, 


Alphb. When will he make his entry? Be deſerves 
Such triumphs as were giv'n by ancient Rome. 


Ho, boy, what ſay'ft thou? 


Lor. As you ſay, Sir, that Rome was very an- 
cient 


. To Ped.] I leave the choice to you; fair, black, 


tall, low; 


Let her have but a noſe. And you may tell her 


I'm rich in jewels, rings, apd bobbing pearls 
Pluck'd from Moors“ ears. 
Alph. Lorenzo. 
Lor. Somewhat buſy 
About affairs relating to the public 1 
A ſeaſonable girl, juſt in the nick now. [Te Ped, 
[Trumpets Within, 
Ped. I hear the general's trumpet. Stand and 
mark bh 
How he will be receiv'd: I fear, but coldly. 5 
There hung a cloud, methought, on Bertran's brow. 
Lor. Then look to ſee a ſtorm on Torriſmond's. 
Looks fright not men: the general has ſeen Moors 
With as bad faces—no diſpraiſe to Bettran's, 
Ped. Twas rumour'd in the camp he loves the 
Lor. He drinks her health devoutly. [queen. 
Alpb. 1 mw breed bad blood twixt him and 
Ped. Yes, n private. | [Bertran. 
But Bertran hy been taught the arts of courts, 


Oh, here * come 


The Spaniſh Fryar. 
Enter 'Torriſmond and officers on one ſide; Bertran, 
attended, on the other. 

Lor. [Afde.] Here are nothing but lies to be 
expected; Iil e'en go lofe myſelf in ſome blind al- 
ley, and try if any courteous damfel will think me 
worth the finding. Exit Lorenzo. 

Bert. Vour country reſcu'd, and your queen re- 
A glorious conqueſt, noble Torriſmond! I liev'd! 
The people rend the ſkies with loud applauſe, 

And Heav'n can hear no other name but yours. 
The thronging crouds preſs on you as you paſs, 
And with their eager joy make triumph flow. 
Tor. My lord, I have no taſte 
Of popular applauſe; the noiſy praiſe 
Of giddy crouds, as changeable as winds, 
Still vehement, and ftill without a cauſe ; 
Servants to chance, and blowing in the tide 
Of ſwol'n ſucceſs; but veering with it's y 
It leaves the channel dry. 
Bert. So young a ſtoic! 
Tor. You wrong me, if you think I'll fell one 
drop 
Within theſe veins for pageants : but Jet honour 
Call for my blood, and fluice it into ſtreams ; 
Turn fortune looſe again to my purſuit, 
And let me hunt her through embattled foes, 
In duſty plains, amidſt the cannons roars | 
There will I be the firſt, 

Hert. I'll try him farther 
Suppoſe th' aſſembled ſtates of Arragon 
Decree a ſtatue to you, thus inſcrib'd, 
© To Torriſmond, who freed his native land.“ 

Tor. A ſtatue for à battle blindly fought, 

Where darkneſs and ſurpriſe made conqueſt cheap ! 
Where virtue borrow'd but the arms of chance, 
And ftryck a random blow ! "Twas fortune's works 
And fortune take the praiſe. | 

Bert, Yet happineſs 

1s the firſt fame. Virtue, without ſucceſs, 

Js a fair picture ſhewn by an ill light. 

But lucky men are favourites of Heaven: 

And whom fhould kings eſteem above Heaven" $ 
darlings?* + *: J . 

The praiſes of a young jan voateous queen N 

Shall crown your glorious acts. 01 

Ped. [To Alph.] There ſprung the mine. 

Tor. The queen: that were a happineſs too great! 
Nam'd you the queen, my lord? 

Bert. Ves. You have ſeen her, and you muſt con- 
A praiſe, a ſmile, a laok from her is worth l feſs, 


, Aide. 
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Jou ought not to think of her. 


What price you hold yourſelf at. You have fought 


To the firſt prince o the blood. 
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The ſhouts of thouſand amphitheatres. 
She, the ſhall praiſe you; for I can oblige her, 
To-morrow will deliver all her charms . 
Into my arms, and make her mine for ever, 
Why ſtand you mute? 
Tor. Alas, I cannot ſpeale ! 
Bert. Not ſpeak, my lord! How were your 
thoughts employed? 
Tor. Nor can I think; for I am loſt in thought, 
ert. Thought of the queen, perhaps? .. 
Tor. Why, if it were, 
Heav'n may be thought on, though too high to 
climb. 
Bert. Oh, now I find where your ambition. drives! 


Tor. So ] ſay too, 
Jought not: madmen ought not to be mad; 
But who can help his frenzy? 

Bert. Fond young man! 
The wings of your ambition muſt be clipp'd. - 
Yoer ſhame · fac'd virtue ſhunn'd the people's praiſe, 
Ard ſenate's honours : but tis weil we know 


With ſome ſucceſs, and that has ſeal' d your pay 
don, 
Tor. Pardon from thee ! Oh, give me patience, 
Heaven: _ 
Thrice vanquiſh'd Bertran, if thou Jar'ft, look out 
Upon yon ſlaughter'd hoſt, that field of bloods Z 
There ſeal my pardon, where thy fame was loſt, 
Ped. He's ruin'd, paſt redemption ! 
Alpb. | To Tor.] Learn reſpect 


Bert, Oh, let him rave! 
TI not contend with madmen. 

Tor. 1 have done. 
1 know 'twere madneſs to declare this truth; 
And yet *twere baſeneſs to deny my love. 
is true, my hopes are vaniſhing as clouds, 
Lighter than children's bubbles blown by winds. 
My merit's but the raſh reſult of chance 
My birth unegual; all the ſtars againſt me. 
Pow'r, promiſe, choice, the living and the dead! 
Mankind my foes, and only love my friend; 
But ſuch a love, kept at ſuch awful diſtance, | 
As, what'it loudly dares to tell a rival, ' 
Shall fear to whiſper there. Queens may de lor d, 
And ſo may gods; elſe why are altars rais d? 
Why ſhines the ſun, but that he may be view'd? 
But, Oh, when he's too bright, if then we gazey 
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Tis but to weep, and cloſe our eyes in darkneſs! 
[Exits 


Ped. So, here's fine work ! 
What, planet-ftruck ! 
Apb. I wiſh I were, to be paſt fenſe of this! 
| Ped. Would | had but a leaſe of life ſo long, 

As till my fleſh and blood rebell'd this way, 
Againſt our ſovereign lady! Mad for a queen, 
With a globe in one hand, and a ſceptre in t'other! 
A very pretty moppet ! . 

Aiph. Then to declare his madneſs to his rival, 

His father abſent on an embaſly, 
Himſelf a ſtranger almoſt, wholly friendlgſs! 
A torrent, rolling down a precipice, 
Is eafter to be ſtopp'd, than is his ruin. 
Ped. Tis fruitleſs to complain : haſte to the 


court; 
Improve your intereſt there, for pardon from the 
A!lpb. Weak remedies ; | [ queen. 
But all muſt be attempted. | Exit. 


Enter Lorenzo. 

Days Well, I am the moſt unlucky rogue! I have 
book ranging over half the town, but have ſprung 
no game, Our women are worſe infidels than the 
Moors: I told them I was one of their knights-er- 
rant that delivered them from raviſhment ; and, I 
think, in my conſcience, that's their quarrel to me. 

Ped. Is this a time for fooling ? Your coufin is 
run honoorable mad in love with her Majeſty : he 
is ſplit upon a rock; and you, who are in chace of 
harlots, are finkint in the main ocean. I think 
the devil's im the family. IExit. 

Lor. My couſin ruined! ſays he—Hum Not 
that I wiſh my coufin's ruin; that were unchriſtian : 
but if the General's ruined, I am heir; there's 
comfort for a Chriſtian, Money 1 have, I thank 
the honeſt Moors for't; but I want a miſtreſs. I 
am willing to be lewd; but the W is wen 
on his part. = 

| Enter ir veiled. 

Elvu. Stranger ! «cavalier! Will yon not hear 
me, you Moor- killer, you matador ? | 

Lor. Meaning me, Madam? | | 

Elv. Face zent man; you 2 ſoldier, and afraid 
of the enemy! 

Lor. I muft confeſs, I did not expect to have 


deen charged firſt, I ſee ſouls will not be loſt for 


want of diligence in this devil's reign. | Afide. ]|—- 
Now, Madam Cynthia behind a vs your war 
and pleaſure with me?? 
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Elo. You have the appearance of a cavalier ; 
and it you are as deſerving as you ſeem, perhaps 
you may not repent of your adventure. If a lady 
like you well enough to hold diſcourſe with you at 
rſt ſight, you are gentieman enough, I hope, ts 
help her out with an apology, and to lay the blame 
on ſtars, or deſtiny, or what you pleaſe, to excule 
the frailty of a weman. 

Lor. Oh, I love an eaſy woman! There's ſuch 
ado to crack a thick-ſhel!'d miſtreſs ; we break 
our teeth, and find no kernel. *Tis generous in 
you to take pity on a ſtranger, and not to ſuffer 
him to fall into ill hands at his firſt arrival. | 

Elv. You have a better opinion of me than I 
de ſerve. You have not ſeen me yet; and there- 
fore I am confident you are heart-whole. 

Lor. Not abſolutely ſlain, I muſt confeſs ; but I 
am drawing on apace. You have a dangerous 
tongue in your head, I can tell you that; and if 
your eyes prove of as killing metal, there's but one 
way with me. Let me fee you, for the fafe-guard 
of my honour : *tis but decent the cannon ſhould 
de drawn down upon me before I yield. 

Elu. What a terrible ſimilltude have you made, 
Colonel, to ſhew that you are inclining to the 
wars! I could anſwer you with anotker in my pro- 
feſſion. Suppoſe you were in want of money, 
would you not be glad to take a ſum upon content 
in a ſealed bag, without peeping?— But, however, I 
will not ſtand with you for a ſample. 

5 6 { Lifts up ber wel. 

Lor. What eyes were there! how Keen their 
glances! You do well to keep them veiled : they 
are too ſharp to be truſted out of the ſcabbard. 

Ely. Perhaps, now, you may accuſe my forward- 
neſs : but this day of jubilee is the only time of 
freedom I have had; and there is nothing ſo ex- 
trayagant as a priſoner, when he gets looſe a little, 
and is immediately to return to his fetters. 

Lor. To confeſs freely to you, Madam, I was 
never in loye with leſs than your whole ſex before : 
dut now I have ſeen you, I am in the direct road of 
languiſhing and ſighing; and, if love goes on as it 
begins, ſor aught I know, by to-morrow merning 
you may hear of me in rhime and ſonnet., I tell 
you truly, I do not like theſe ſymptoms in myſelf. 
Perhaps I may go ſhufflingly at firſt; for 1 was 
never before walked in trammels: yet I ſhall 
erudge and moil at conſtancy, till 1 have worn off 
the hitchivg in my pace. 7 $67 wb Be 
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£1, Oh, Sir, there are arts to reclaim the wildeft: 
men, as there are to make ſpaniels fetch and carry! 
chide them often, and feed them ſeldom, Now I 
know your temper, you may thank yourſelf, if you 
are kept to hard meat—you are in for years, if you 
make love to me. 

Lor. I hate a formal obligation, with an anno 
domini at the end ont: there may be an evil mean- 
ing in the word years, called matrimony, 

Elv. I can eaſily rid you of that fear: I wiſh 1 
could rid myſelf as eafily of the bondage, 

Lor, Then you are married ? 

Elwv. If a covetous, and a jealous, and an old man 
de ſa hufband. 

Lor. Three as good qualities for my perpoſe as I 
could wiſh, Now, love be praiſed! 

Enter Elvira's Duenna, and whiſpers to her. 

Elu. | Aſide.] If l get not home before my huſ- 
band, I ſhall be ruin? To bim. ] I dare not ſtay 
to tell you where—F arewel—Could I once more 

[ Exit. 

Lor. This is unconſcionable dealing: to be made 
a flave, and not know whoſe livery I wear Who 
have we yonder? 

Enter G 
By that ſhambling in his walk, it ſhould be my ack 
old banker, Gomez, whom I knew at Barcelona, 
A351 ings? 'tis he! [To Gom.}] What, old Mammon 
here ? 

Gom. How! young Beelzebub? | 

Lor. What devil has ſet his claws in thy 
haunches, and brought thee hither to Saragoſia ? 
Sure he meant a farther journey with thee. 

Com. I always remove before the enemy: when 
the Moors are ready to beſiege one town, I ſhift my 
quarters to the next: I keep as far from the infidels 
as I can. 

Lor. That's but a hair's breadth at fartheſt. 

Gem. Well, you have got a famous victory; all 
true ſubjects are overjoyed at it: there are bonfires 
decreed; an the times had not been 10 hard, my 
billet ſhould have burnt too. - 

Lor. I dare ſay for thee, thou haſt ſüch a reſpect 
for a ſingle billet, that thou would'ſt almoſt have 
throw on thyſelf to fave it; thou art for ſaving 
every thing but thy ſoul. 

Som. Well, well, you'll not believe me generous 
till I carry you to the tavern, and crack half-a.pint 
Wich _ at my Own 1 


o 
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Lor. No; I'll keep thee from hanging thyſelf 


For ſuch an extravagance z and inſtead of it, thou 


ſhalt do me a mere verbal courteſy. I have juſt now 
Teen a moſt incomparable young lady. 

Gom, Whereabouts did you ſee this moſt incom- 
parable young lady ? My mind miſgives me 
plaguily. [Afide. 

Lor. Here, man, juſt before this corner houſe: 
pray Heaven it prove no bawdy-houſe, 

Gom. [ Aſide.] Pray Heaven 858 does not make it 
one. 

Lor. What doſt thou mutter to thyſelf? Haſt 
thou any thing to ſay againſt the honeſty of that 
Houſe ? 

Gom. Not I, Colonel ; the walls are very honeſt 
Kone, and the timber very honeſt wood, for aught 
J know; but, for the woman, I cannot ſay, til] I 
know her better. Deſcribe her perſon, and if the 
live in this quarter, I may give you, tidings of her. 

Lor. She's of a middle ſtature, dark-coloured 
hairz the moſt bewitching leer with her eyes, the 


moſt roguiſh caſt ! her cheeks are dimpled when ſhe 


{miles, and her ſmiles would tempt an hermit. 


Gom. [ Afide.] J am dead, I am buried, I am 
damned. Go oidie—tolonelon— Howe you no 


other marks of her? 


Lor. Thou haſt all her marks, but that ſhe has 
an huſband, a jealous, covetous, old REICH bevy 
Speak; canſt thou tell me news of her? 

om. Ves, this news, colonel, that you have 


feen your laſt of her, 


Lor. If thou helpeſt me not to the knowledge of 
her, thou art a circumciſed Few. 

'G:m. Circumciſe me no more than I circumciſe 
you, Colonel Hernando, Once more, you have 
ſeen your laſt of her. 


Lor. | Afi de.] I am glad he knows me only by 


that name of Hernando, by which I-went at Bar- 
celona; now he can tell no tales of me to my fa- 


ther. [To bim. ] Come, thou wert ever good - 
natured, when thou couldſt get by it. Look here, 
rogue, *tis of the right damning colour: thou art 


not proof againſt gold, ſure! Do not I know thee 
.for a covetous 


Gom. Jealous old huncks; thoſe were the marks 
of your miſtreſs's huſband, as I remember, colonel. 

Lor. O the devil! what a rogue in underſtanding 
was I, not to find him out ſooner! Aſide. 

Gem: Do, do, look fillily, good colonel; tis 4 
decent melancholy after an abſolute defeat. 
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Lor. Faith, not for that, dear Gomez - But 

Com. But—no pumping, my dear colonel, 

Lor, Hang pumping; I was—thinking a little 
upon a point of gratitude: We two have been long 
acquaintance z 1 know. thy merits, and can make 
ſome intereſt—go to! thou wert born to authority; 
[ll make thee Alcaide, mayor of Saragoffa. 

Com. Satisfy yourſelf 5 you ſhall not make me 
what-you think, colonel. 

Lor. Faith, but I will! Thou haf the face of 
z magiſtrate already. 

Gom. And you would provide me with a magi- 
ſtrate's head to my magiſtrate's face; I thank you, 
colonel. | 

Lor. Come, thou art ſo ſuſpicious upon an idle 
ſtor-— That woman I ſaw, I mean, that little, 
crooked, ugly woman, for t'other was a lie—is no 
more thy wife as I'll go home with thee, and 
ſatisfy thee immediately, my dear friend. 

Com. I ſhall not put you to that trouble; no, not 
ſo much as a ſingle viſit; not ſo much as an em- 
billy dy a civil old woman, nor a ſerenade of twin- 
cledum twincledum under my windows: Nay, 1 
will adviſe you, out of tenderneſs to your perſen, 
that you walk not near yon corner-houfe by night; 
for, to my certain knowledge, there are blunder- 
builes planted in every loop-hole, that go off con- 
ſtantly of their own accord, at the ſquealöng of 2 
fiddle or the thrumming of a guittar, 

Lor. Art thou ſo obſtinate? Then I denounce 
open war againſt thee! I'll demoliſh thy citadel by 
force; or, at leaſt, I'll bring my whole regiment. 
upon thee; my thouſand red locuſts, that ſhall de- 
vour thee jn free quarter. FaſtTwel, wrought 
night-cap. | Exit. 

Gm. Farewel, buff! — Free quarter for a regi- 
ment of red- coat locuſts! I hope to ſee them all in 
the Red-iea firſt !=-But, Oh, this Jezabel of mine! 
I'll get a phyſician that ſhall preſcribe her an ounce 
of camphire every morning for her breakfait, to a- 
bate incontinency. She ſhall never peep abroad, 
no, not to church for confeſſion; and, for never 
going, ſhe all be condemned for an heretick ! 
She ſhall have ſtripes by troy-weight, and ſuſtenance 
by drachms and ſcruples : Nay, I'll have a faſting 
almanack printed on purpoſe for her uſe; in which 

No Carnival nor Chriſtmas ſhall appear, 

But Lents and Ember-weeks thall fill the year. 


| [Exits 
C3 
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ä II. 


Enter Torriſmond attended. Bertran and he meet 
and Jule. 


Bert. M AK E way, my lords, and let the pa- 


geant paſs. 
Tor, | make my way where-e'er I ſee my foe: 
But you, my lord, are good at a retreat. 
1 have no Moors behind me. 
Bert, Death and hell! | 
Dare to ſpeak thus when you come out again! 
Tor, Dare to provoke me thus, inſulting man. 


Enter Tereſa. 


Ter. My lords, you are too loud ſo near the queen. 
You, Torriſmond, have much offended her. 
Tis her command you inſtantly appear, 
Vo anſwer your demeanour to the prince. 
| F xi Tereſa; Bertran vi:h his company fol- 
lowing ber. 

Ter. O, Pedro! O, Alphonſo! pity me! - 

grove of pikes, 

Wnoſe poliſh'd ſteel from far ſeverely ſhines, 
Are not io dreadful as this beauteous queen. 

Higb. Call up your courage timely to your aid, 
And, like a lion preſs'd upon the toils, 

Leap on your hunters. Speak your actions boldly; 
There is a time when modeſt virtue is 
Allow'd to praiſe itſelf. 

Ped. Heart! you were hot enough, too hot, but 
| Your fury then boil'd upward to a foam: I now; 
But fince this meflage came, you fink and ſettle, 
As if cold water had been pour'd upon you. 


Tor. Alas, thou knowſt not what it is to love! 


When we behold an angel, not to fear 
Is to be impious: No, I'm reſolv'd 
Lite a led victim, to my death I' 1 go, | 
And, dying, bleſs the hand that gave the blow. 
[ Exeunt. 


The SCENE draws; and ſhews the Queen ſitting 
in State, Bertran ſtanding next her, then Tereſa, 
© Sbe riſes, and comes to the Front. 


D. {To Bert.] I blame not you, my lord; my 
father's will, 
Your own deſerts, at all my people” s voice, 
Have plac'd you in the view of ſov'reign power. 
But I would learn.the cauſe, why Torriſmond, 
Within my palace walls, within my hearing, 
Almoſt within my ſight, affronts a prince 
Who ſhortly ſhall command him. | 
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Bert, He thinks you owe him more than you can 
And looks as he were lord of human kind. [ pay, 
Enter Torriſmond, Alphonſo, and Pedro. Torriſ- 
mond bozos low, then looks earneſtly on the Queen, 
and keeps at a diftance. 
Ter. Madam, the General 
We Let me view him well, 
My father ſent him early to the frontiers. 
J have not often ſeen him; if I did, 
He paſs'd unmark'd by my unheeding eyes. 
But where's the fierceneſs, the diſdainful os 
The haughty port, the fiery arrogance ? 
By all theſe marks, this is not, ſure, the man. 
Bert, Yet this is he who fill'd your court with 
tumult; | 
Whoſe fierce demeanour, and whoſe inſolence, 
The patience of a god could not ſupport. 
Qu. Name his offence, my lord, and he mall have 
Immediate puniſhment. 
Bert. Tis of fo high a nature, ſhould I ſpeak i ity 
That my preſumption then would equal his. 
vu. Some one among you ſpeak. 
ny [ 4fide.] Now my, tongue itches. | 
All dumb! On your allegiance, Torriſmond, 
By a f your hopes, I do command you, ſpeak. 
Tor. ¶ Kneeling. ] O ſeek not to convince me of 2 
crime | 
Which I can ne'er repent, nor can you pardon 
Or, if you needs will know it, think, oh think, 
That he who thus commanded dares to ſpeak, 
Unleſs commanded, would. have dy'd ia filence. 
But you adjur'd me, Madam, by my hopes! 
Hopes I have none, for I am all deſpair; 
Friends I have none, for friendſhip follows favour; 
Deſert I have none, for what I did was duty: 
Ob, that it were ! that it were duty all — 
Qu. Why do you pauſe? Proceed. | 
Tor. As one condemn'd to leap a precipice, 
Who ſces before his eyes the depth below, 
Stops ſhort, and looks about for ſome kind ſhrub 
To break his dreadful fall 80 I—. 
But whither am | going ? If to death, . 
He looks ſo lovely ſweet in beauty's pamp, - 
He draws me to his dart I dare no more. ; 
Bert. He's mad beyond the cure of hellebore. 
Whips, darkneſs, dufgeons for this inſolence. 
Tor, Mad as I am, yet I know when to bear. 
. Vou're doth too bold. You, rann 
withdraw; 3 


B 2 
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Tl teach you all what” 8 owing to your yrs * 
For you, my lord 
The prieſt to-morrow was to join our hands; 
Lt 99 if I can live a day without you. 


* 


So both of you depart, and live in peace. 


Alph. Who knows which way ſhe points? 
Doubling and turning like an hunted hare. 
Find out the meaning of her mind who can. 

Ped. Who ever found a'woman's! Backward and 
forward, The whole ſex in every word. In my 
conſcience, when ſhe was getting, her mother was 
thinking of a riddle, 

 [Exeunt all but the Queen and Tereſa. 

Qu. Hafte, my Tereſa, haſte, and call him back. 

Ter. Whom, Madam? 

Ne, Him. 

Ter. Prince Bertran ? 

Qu. Torriſmond; 5 
There is no other be. [Exit Tereſa, 
A change ſo ſwift what heart did ever feel! 
It ruſh'd upon me like a mighty ſtream, 
And bore me in a moment far from ſhore, 
I've loy'd away myſelf; in one ſhort hour 
Already am I gone an age of paſſion. , 
Was it his youth, his valour, or ſucceſs, 
Theſe might, perhaps, be found in other men. 
*T was that reſpect, that awful homage paid me; 
That fearful love which trembled in his eyes, 
And with a ſilent earthquake ſhook his ſoul. 
But, when he ſpoke, what tender words he ſaid ! 
So ſoftly, that, like flakes of feather'd ſnow, 
They melted as they fell. 

Enter Tereſa with Torriſmond, 
Ter. He waits your pleaſure. | 
Qu. Tis well; retire=—— Oh, heay' ns! ! that 


I muſt ſpeak | 
So diſtant from my heart [Afide 
[Jo Tor.] How now! What boldneſs. brings you 
back again! 5 


Tor. J heard 'twas your command. 
Nu, A fond miſtake, 
To credit ſo unlikely a command! | 
And you return full of the ſame preſumption, i 
T''affront me with your love? : 
Tor. If tis preſumption, fog a wretch condemn'd 
To throw himſelf beneath his judge's feet; 
A boldneſs more than this I never Knew; 
Or, if I did, *twas only to your foes. 
Qu. You would infinuate your paſt ſervices; 
And thoſe, I grant, were great : but you confeſs 
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A fault committed fince, .that cancels all. 

Tor. And who could dare to difavow his cri me, 

When that for Which he is accus'd and ſeiz d, 
He bears about him ſtill! My eyes confels it; 
My every action ſpeaks my heart aloud: 

But, Oh, the madnefs of my high attempt 
Speaks Idoder yet! and all Regan cry, ö 
J love and I deſpair. 

Qu. Have you not heard, 

My father, with his dying voice, bequeath'd 
My crown and me to Bertran? And dare you, 
A private man, preſume to love a queen? 

Tor. That, that's the wound, I ſee, you ſet ſo 
As no deſert or ſervices can reach : Thigh, 
Good heav'ns! why gave you me a monarch's ſoul, 
And cruſted it with baſe pledeian clay? 

Why gaye you me deſires of ſuch extent, 

And ſu > a ſpan to graſp them? Sure.my lat 
By ſome o'er-haſty angel was miſplac'd 

In fate's eternal volume! But I rave; 
And, like a giddy bird in dead of night, 

Fly round the fire that ſcorches me to death. 

2a. Yes, Torriſmone, you've not ſo ill deſery'd, 
But I may give you counſel for your cure. 

Tor. I cannot, nay, I wiſh not to be cur'd. 

Nu. [ Afde.] Nor I, Heav'n knows 3 

Tor. There is a pleaſure, fure, | 
In being mad, which none but madmen know! 
Let me indulge it; let me gaze for ever 
And, fince you are top great to be beloy'd, 

Be greater, greater yet, and be ador'd, | 

Du. Theſe are the words which I muſt only hear 
From Bertran's mouth; they ſhould diſpleaſe from 
I fay they ſhould; but women are ſo vain you: 
To like the love; though they deſpiſe the lover. 
Vet, that I may not fend you from my fight 
In abſolute deſpair I pity you. 

Tor. Am I then pity's! I have liv'd enough! 
Death, take me in this moment of my joy; | 
But when my foul is plung'd in long oblivion, 
Spare this one thought, let me remember pity; 
And ſo deceiv'd, think all my life was ble ſs'd. 

Qu. What if I add a little to my alms? 

If that would help, I could caſt in a tear 
To your.misfartunes. 

Tor. A tear! you have o erbid all my paſt ſuffer. 
And all my future too“! 5 [ings 

Qu. Were I no queen——— | 
Or K ray of royal blood? 

Ter. What have 1 loſt by my fore fathers foule? 


* 
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Why was not I the twentieth by deſcent 

From a long reſtive race of droning kings! 
Love, what a poor omn:potence haſt thou, » 
When gold and titles buy thee ! 

Qu. [Sigbs.] Oh, my torture! ; 

Tor. Might 1 preſume, but, oh, I dare not hope 
That figh was added to your alms for me! 

Nu, I give you leave o gueſs, and not forbid 
To make the beit conſtruction for your love. [you 
Be ſecret and diſcreet ; theſe fairy favours 
Are loſt when not conceal'd——provoke not Ber- 

tran 
Retire; 1 muſt no more but this Hope, Tor- 
riſmond. [ Exit. 

Tor. She bids me hope; oh, Heav'ns, the pitics 
And pity {till foreruns approaching love, [me! 
As lightniag does the thunder! Tune your harps, 
Ye angels, to that found; and thou, my heart, 
Make room to entertain thy flowing joy, 

Hence all my griefs, and every anxious care 
One word, and one kind glance, can cure deſpair, 
| | 1 LExit. 
SCENE, a Chamber. A Table, and Wine ſit out. 


Enter Lorenzo. 

Lor. This may hit, tis more than barely poſſible; 
for fryars have free admittance into every houſe. 
This Jacobin, whom I have ſent to, is her confeſ- 
for; and who can ſuſpect a man of ſuch reverence 
for a pimp? T'll try for once; I'll bribe him high; 
for commonly none love money better than they 
who have made a vow of poverty. | 


Enter Servant, 


Serv. There's a huge, fat, religious gentleman, 
coming up, Sir; he ſays he's but a fryar, but he's 
big enough to be a pope; his gills are as roſy as a 
turkey-cock's; his great belly walks in ſtate before 
him like an harbinger; and his gouty legs come 
limping after it: never was ſuch a tun of devotion 
ſeen. | 

Ler. Bring him in, and vaniſh. [Exit. . 

Enter Father Dominick. 

Lor. Welcome, father, 

Dom. Peace be here! I thought I had been ſent 
for to a dying man, to have fitted him for another 
world. | | | . 


Ler. No, faith, father, I was never for taking 
ſuch long journies. Repoſe yourſelf, I beſeech 
you, Sir, if thoſe ſpindle legs of yours will carry . 
you to the nerd chair. 
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Dem. I am old, I am infirm, I muſt confeſs, 
with faſting. 

Lor. Tis a fign by your wan complexion, and 

vour thin jowls, father. Come, to our better ac- 

zuaintance: here's a ſovereign remedy for old age 


and forrow. [ Drinks. 
Dom. The looks of it are indeed alluring : I'll do 
you reaſon. [ Drinks, 


Lor. Is it to your oalath; father ? 

Dem. Second thoughts, they ſay, are beſt: I'll 
conſider of it once again. [ Drinks. ] It has a moſt 
delicious flavour with it, Gad forgive me, I have 
forgotten to drink your health; ſon, 1 am not uſed 
to be ſo unmannerly. | { Drinks again. 

Lor. No, I'll be ſworn, by what I fee of you, 
you are not, To the bottom, I warrant him, a 
rue church-man. Now, father, to our buſineſs, 
tis agreeable to your calling; I intend to do an act 
of charity, 

D:m. And I love to hear of charity 3 *tis a com- 
fortable ſubject. 

Lor. Being, in the late battle, in great hazard of 
my life, 1 recommended my perſon to good St, Domi- 
nick, 

Dom. You could not have pitch'd upon a [better 
he's a fure card. I never knew him fail his votaries. 

Lor. Troth I e'en made bold to ſtrike up a bar- 
gain with him, that if I *ſcaped with life and plun- 
der, I would prefent ſome brother of his order with 
part of the booty taken from the infidels, to be em- 
ployed in charitable uſes. 

Dom. There you hit him: St. Dominick loves 
N exceedin zly; that argument never fails with 

im 

Lor. The ſpoils were mighty; and I ſcorn to 
wrong him of a farthing. To make ſhort my ſtory ; 
I enquired among the Jacobins for an almoner, and 
the general has pointed out your reverence as the 


worthieit man. Here are fifty pieces in this ꝓurſe. 


Dom. How! fifty pieces? *Tis too much, too 
much in conſcience. _ 
Lor, Here, take them, father. 


Dom. No, in troth, I dare not: do not tempt me 


to break my vow of poverty. 


Lor. If you are modeR, I muſt "Fan you; for 1 


am ſtrongeſt, 

Dom. Nay, if you compel me, there's no con- 
tending ; ; but will you ſet your ſtrength againſt a de- 
crepit, poor, old man? [Takes the purſe ] As Ifaid, 

*tis too great a bounty. But St, Dominick hall 


* 
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owe you another 'ſcape; I'll put him in mind of 
you. | | 

Lor. If you pleafe, father, we will not trouble 
dim, till the next battle. But you may do me a 
greater kindneſs, by conveying my prayers to a fe- 
male ſaint, 5 | | 

Dom. A female ſaint! Good now, good now, 
how your devotions jump with mine! Ialways loved 
the female ſaints. 

Lor. I mean a female, mortal, married-woman 
faint, Look upon the ſuperſcription of this note; 
you know Don Gomez's wife? | Gives bim a letter. 

Dom. Who, Donna Elvira? I think I have ſome. 
&alon ; I am her ghoſtly father. 

Ler. I have ſome bulineſs of importance with 
her, which I have communicated in this paper; 
but her huſband is ſo horribly given to be jealous. 

Dem. Ho, jea'ous ! he's the very quinteſſence of 
jealouly : he keeps no male creature in his houſe ; 
and from abroad he lets no man come near her. 

Lor. Excepting you, father. - 

Dom. Nie, I grant you: 1 am her director and 
her guide in ſeiritual affairs. But he has his hu- 
mours with me too; for t'other day, he called me 
falſe apoſtle. | | 
Lor. Did he ſo? that reflects upon you all: on 
my word, father, that touches your copyhold. If 
you would do a meritorious action, you might re- 
venge the church's quarrel, My letter, father. 

Dom. Well, ſo far as a letter, I will take upon 
me; for what can I retuſe to a man ſo charitably 
given? | 

Lor. If you bring an anſwÞ back, that purſe in 
your hand has a twin-brother, as like him as ever 
he can look; there are fifty pieces lie dormant in 
it, for more charities. 

Dem. That muſt not be: not a farthing more, 
upon my prieſthood, But what may be the pur- 
port and meaning of this letter; that, I confeſs, a 
little troubles me. : 

Lor. No harm, I warrant you. | g 

Dom. Well, you are a charitable man; and I'll 
take your word: my comfort is, I know not the 
contents; and ſo far I am blameleſs. But an an- 
ſwer you thall have; though not for the ſake of 
your fifty pieces more: I have ſworn not to take 
them; they ſhall not be altogether fifty: your 
miitreſs—forgive me that I. ſhould call her your, 
miſtreſs, I meant Elvira, lives but at next 
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door; Ill viſit her immediately : but not a word 
more of the-nine-and-torty pieges, 

Lor. Nay, I'll wait on you down ſtairs. Fifty 
pounds for the poſtage of a letter! To ſend by the 
church is certainly the deareſt road in Chriſtendom, 

[ Exeuzt, 


SE N E, : @ Chamber. 


Enter Gomez and Elvira. 


Com. Henceforth I baniſh fleſh and wine: I'll 
have none ſtirring within theſe walls theſe twelve 
months. 5 

El. I care not; the ſooner I am ſtarved, the 
ſooner I am rid of wedlock. I ſhall learn the 
knack to fait a days: you have uſed me to faſting 
nights already, 

Gem. How the gipſey anſwers me! Oh, 'tis a 
moſt notorious hilding, 

Flv. (Crying. ] But was ever poor, innocent crea- 
ture ſo hardly dealt with, for a litte harmleſs chat? 

Com. Laſcivious dialogues are innocent chat with 
you |! 
 Elv. Was it ſuch a crime to enquire how the bat- 
tie paſſed? 

 Gom. But that was not the buſineſs, gentlewo- 
man; you were not aſking news of a battle paſſed; 
you were engaging for a ſkirmiſh that was to come. 

Flv. An honeſt woman would be glad to hear, 
tat her honour was ſafe, and her enemies were 
Hain. 

Gom. In ber tone.) And to aſk, if he were 
wounded in your defence; and, in caſe he were, 
to offer yourſelf to be his ſurgeon; then you did not 
deſcribe your huſband to him, for a covetous, jea- 
lous, rich, old hunks. 

Eiwv. No, I need not: he deſcribes himſelf ſuf- 
ficiently: but, in what dream did I do this? 

Com. You walked in your ſleep, with your eyes 
broad open, at noon-day; and dreamed you were 
talking to the foreſaid purpoſe, with one Colonel 
Hernando X 

Elu. Who, dear huſband, Who? 

Com. What the devil have I ſaid ?—You would 
have farther information, would you ? 

Elv. No, but my dear, little old man, tell me, 
now; that I may avoid him for your ſake. 

Gom. Get you up into your chamber, cockatrice; 
and there immure yourſelf: be confined, I ſay, dur- 
ing our royal pleaſure: but, firſt, down on your 
marrow-bones, upon your allegiance, and make an 
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acknowledgment of your offences; for I will have 
ample ſatisfaCtion, [ Pulls her down, 

Ely. I have done you no injury, and therefore 
I'll make you no ſubmiſſion : but I'll complain to 
my ghoſtly father. 

Gem. Ay; there's your remedy : when you re- 
ceive condign puniſhment, you run with open mouth 
to your confeſlor; that parcel of holy guts and gar. 
bage: he muſt chuckle you and moan you: but 
J'll rid my hands of his ghoſtly authority one day, 

Enter Dominick. 
and make him know he's the fon of a——[ Sees bim. 
So no ſooner conjure, but the devil's in the circle, 

Dom. Son of what, Don Gomez? 

Com. Why, a ſon of a church; I hope there's 
no harm in that, father? | 

Dom. I will lay up your words for you, till time 
ſhall ſerve; and to-morrow I enjoin you to fat, for 
penance. 

Gom. [ Aſide.] There's no harm in that; ſhe 
hall faſt, toc; faſting ſaves money. 

Dom. [To Elv.] What was the reaſon that I found 
you upon your knees, in that unſeemly poſture ? 

Gom. | Afide.] Oh, horrible! to figd a woman 
upon her knees, he 3 is an unſeemly, poſture ; 
there's a prieſt for you! 

Elv. [To Dom.] I with, father, you would give 
me an opportunity of entertaining you in private: 
I have ſomewhat upon my ſpirits that preſſes me ex- 
ceedingly. 3 f 

Dem. [ AZſide.] This goes well: Gomez, ſtand 
you at a diſtance—farther yet —ſtand out of ear- 
ſhot I have ſomewhat'to ſay to your wife in private, 

Com. [Aſide.] Was ever man thus prieſt-ridden? 
Would the fteeple of his church were in his belyy: 
J am ſure there's room for it. 

Elv. I am aſhamed to acknowledge my infirmi- 
ties; but you have been always an indulgent father; 
and therefore I will venture to—and yet I dare not. 

Dom. Nay, if you are baſhful; if you keep your 
wound from the knowledge of. your ſurgeon, 

Ely. You know my huſband | is a man in years; 
but he's my huſband, and therefore I ſhall be ſilent; 
but his humours are more intolerable than his age: 
he's grown fo froward, ſo covetous, and fo jealous, 
that he has turned my heart quite from him; and, 
if 1-durſt confeſs it, has forced me to caſt my at- 
fections on anather man, a 

Dom. Good !—hold, bold; I-meant abominable. 1. 
Pray, Heaven, this be my colonel. | | fp 


LED 
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Ele. I have ſeen this man, father; and have en- 
couraged his addreſſes: he's a young gentleman, a 
ſoldier, of a moſt winning carriage; and what his 
courtſhip. may produce at laſt, I Eno dent but L 
. afraid of my own frailty. + 

[ Afide.Þ 'Tis:he for certain: ſbe has lived 
the roll of my function, by ſpeaking fat z n 
muſt take gravity: upon me. 

Cam. [ Afide, J. This whiſpering bodes monsgsod 
for certain; 3 but he has meſo plagualy? under the laſh, 
that I dare not interrupt him. 

Dem. Daughter, daughter, do you. emambey your 
matrimonial yow? . 

Elv. Ves, to my ſorrow, father; Ido remember 
it; a miſetable woman it has made me.: but you 
know, father, a marriage-yow- is but a thing of 
courſe, which all women take when they would 
ge c a, huſhand; * 

Dam. A vow. is a very ſolemn. things, and it is 
good to keep it hut, notwithſtanding, it may 
be broken, upon' ſome occaſions- Have: you ſtriven 
with all your might againſt this frailty ? 8 

El. Ves, I have ſtriven: but I found it was 
againſt the ſtream. Love, you know, father, is 4 
great vow- maker; but he's a greater -vow-breaker.. 

Dam. Tis your duty to ſtrive always: but, not- 
withſtanding, when we have dene our utmoſt, it 
extenuates the fin. 

Com. I can hold no longer Now, gentle- 
woman, you are confeſſing your enormities; Lknow 
it, by that hypoeritical, down- caſt look: enjoin her 
to ſit bare upon a bed of nettles, non 5 you can 
do no leſs in conſcience. 

Dom. Hold your peace; are you growing mala- 
pert? Will you force me to make uſe of my autho- 
rity? Vour wife's a- well diſpoſed and a virtuous la- 
dy; I ſay it, in verbo ſarcedotis. 

Elv. I knew not what to do, father; 1 find my- 
ſelf in a moſt deſperate condition 1 and to f is the co- 
lanel for love of me. , 

Dom, The colonel, ſay yo 4 1 wiſh it be not the 
ſame young gentlemanl know; tis a gallant young 
man, I muſt confeſs, worthy of any lady's love in 
chriſtendom; in a lawful way, I mean: of ſuch a: 
charming behaviour, ſo: bewitching to a woman's 


eye; and furthermare, ſo charitably given; by alt. | 


| ood tokens, this'muſt be my Colonel Hernando. 
lv. 2. and TO” colonel, 1 father: 1 
. C, 
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am overjoyed! And are you, then, acquainted 
with him? | | 
Dom. Acquainted with him ! Why, he haunts 
me up and down; and, I am afraid, tis for love of 
you; for he preſſed a letter upon me, within this 
hour, to deliver to you. I confeſs J received it, 
leſt he hould ſend it by ſome other; but with full 
reſolution never to put it into your hands. 
Elu. Oh, dear father, let me have it, or I ſhall 
die. | 
Gom. Whiſpering ſtil}! A pox of your cloſe 
committee ! I'll liſten, I'm reſolv'd. | Steals near, 
Dom. Nay, if you are obſtinately bent to ſee it, 
uſe your diſcretion ; but, for my part, I waſh my 
hands ont. What makes” thee liſtening there? 
Get farther off; I preach not to thee, thou wicked 


_ eves-dropper. 


Elu. I'll kneel down, father, as if I were taking 
abſolution, if you'll but pleaſe to ſtand before me. 

Dom. At your peril be it then, I have told you 
the ill conſequences; & /iberawvi animam mean. 
Your reputation is in danger, to ſay nothing of your 
ſoul.-Notwithſtanding, when the ſpiritual means 
have been applied, and fail; in that caſe, the car- 
nal may be uſed. You are a tender child, you are, 


and muſt not be put into deſpair. Your heart is as 


ſoft and melting as your hand, 
[ He frokes ber face, takes 45 by the band, and 
ies the letter. 

G:m. Hold, hold, father, you go beyond your 
commi:hon; palming is always held foul play a- 
mongſt gameſters, 

Dom. Thus good intentions are miſconſtrued by 
wicked men: You will never be warned till you 
are excommunicated, | 

Com. | Aſide.) Ah, devil on him, there's his 
hold! If there were no more in excommunication 
than the church's cenſure, a wiſe man would lick 
his conſcience whole with a wet finger; but, if I 
am excommunicated, I am outlawed, and then 
there's no calling in my money. 

Elu. [ Rifing.] I have read the note father, and 
will ſend him an anſwer immediately; for I know 
his lodging by his letter. ; 

Dom. I underſtand it not, for my part; but I wiſh 
your intentions be honeſt, Remember that adul- 
tery, though it be a ſilent fin, yet it is a crying fin 


alſo. Nevertheleſs, if you believe abſolutely he will 


die, unleſs you pity him, to ſave a man's life is a 
point of 2 3 and actions of charity do alleviate, 
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as I may ſay, and take off from the mortality of the 
fin. Farewel, daughter. Gomes, cheriſh your 
virtuous wife; and thereupon I give you my bene- 
diction. . | Going. 

Gore. Stay; I'll cond: you to the door, that I 
may be ſure you ſteal nothing by the way. Fryarg 
wear not their long ſleeves for nothing. Oh, it is 
a Judas Iſcariot! Exit after the Fryar. 

Ekv. This fryar is a comfortable man! He will 
underſtand nothing of the buſineſs, and yet does it 
all. 


Pray, wives and virgins, at your time of need, 
For a true guide, of my good father's breed. 


BO Exit. 


. pi 


SCENE, The Streets 
Enter Lorenzo in a Fryar's Habit, following Domi- 


nick, 


Lorenzo. ATHER Dominick, father Domi- 

DE oh nick! Why in ſuch haſte, man? 

Dom. It ſhould ſeem, a brother of our order. 

Ler. No, faith; I am only your brother in ini- 
quity! my holineſs, like yours, is mere outſide. 

Dom. What! my noble colonel in metamorphoſis ! 
On what occafion are you transformed ? 

Lor. Love; almighty love; that which turned 
Jupiter into a town-bull, has transformed me into 
a fryar: I have had a letter from Elvira, in anſwer 
to that which I ſent by you. 75 

Dom. You ſee I have delivered my meſſage faith- 
fully. I am a fryar of honour where I am engaged. 

Lor. Oh, I underſtand your hint; the other fifty 
pieces are ready to be condemned to charity, 

Dom. But this habit, ſon; this habit! 

Lor. Tis a habit, that in all ages has been friendly 
to fornication : you have begun the deſign in this 
cloathing, and I'Il try to accompliſh it, The huſ- 
band is abſent ; that evil counſellor is removed; and 
the ſovereign is greatly diſpoſed to hear my griev- 
ances, 

Dom. Go to; go to; I find good counſel is but 
thrown away upon you: fare you well, fare you 
well, fon! ah | a ; 

Lor. How! will you turn recreant at the laſt caſt? 

C3 | 
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You muſt along, to countenance my undertakings 
We are at the door, man; 

Dem. Well, i have thought on't, and I will "not 
go. 

Lor. Vou may ſtay, father; but no fifty pounds 
without it; that was only promiſed in the bond: 
but the condition of this obligation is ſuch, that if 
the abovenamed father, fathe Dominick, do not 
well and faithfully perform b 

Dom. Now I better think on 't, I will bar you 
company; for the reverence of my preſence may be 
a Gurb to your exorbitances. 

« Lor. Lead up your myrmidon, and enter. 
[ Exeunt, 
Enter Elvira, in her Chamber. 

Elves He'll come, that's certainz young appe- 
tites are ſharp, and ſeldom need twice bidding to 
ſuch a banquet, Well, if I prove frail, as I hope I 
ſhall not, till J have compaſſed my aefign, never 
woman had ſuch a huſband to provoke her, ſuch a 
Lo to allure her, or ſuch a confeſſor to abſolve 

er! 

Enter Lorenzo and Dominick. 
Oh, Father Dominick, what news? How, a com—- 
panion with you! What game have you in hand, 
that you hunt in couples 

Lor. ¶ Lifting up his bood. ] IR ſhew you that 
immediately. # 

Ew. Oh, ny love! 

Lor. My life! | | ö 

Et. My foul! I They embrace. 

Dar. I am taken on the ſudden with a grievous 
ſwimming in my head, and ſuch a miſt before my 

eyes, that I can neither hear nor fee. | 

Elw. Stay, and 1771 fetch you fome comfortable 
water. 

Dom. No, no; nothing but the open air will de 
me good, F'll take a turn in your garden; but re- 
member that I truſt you both, and do not wrong 
my good opinion of yon. [ Exit. 

Flu. This is certainly the duft of gold which 
you have thrown in the good man's eyes, that on 
the ſudden he cannot ſee; for my mind miſgives 
me, this ſickneſs of his is but apocryphal. 

Lor. is no qualm of conſcience, I'll be ſworn, 
Vou ſee, Madad tis intereſt governs all the world. 
He preaches againſt fin; why? Becaufe ſo much 
more is bidden for his filence, | 

Elv. And fo much for the fryar, 

Tor. Oh, thoſe eyes of yours reproach me juſtly, 
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that I neglect the ſubject which brought me hither. 

Elu. Do you conſider the hazard I have run to 

fee you here? If you do, methinks it ſhould inform 
you, that I love not at a common rate. 

Lor. Nay, if you talk of conſidering, let us con- 
ſider why we are alone. Do you think the fryar 
left us together to tell beads? Love is a kind of pe- 
nurious god, very nigardly of his opportunities : he 
muſt be watched like a hard-hearted treaſurer ; for 
he bolts out on the ſudden, and if you take him 
not in the nick, he vaniſhes in a twinkling. 

Elv. Why do you make ſuch haſte to have done 
loving me? Believe me, that which comes laſt, as 
it is the ſwee teſt, ſo it cloys the ſooneſt, 

Lor. I perceive, Madam, by your holding me at 
this diſtance, that there is ſomewhat you expect 
from me. What am I to undertake or ſuffer, ere 
I can be happy? 

Elv. I muſt firſt be ſatisfied that you love me. 

Lor. By all that's holy, by theſe dear eyes 

Elv. Spare your oaths and proteſtations: I know 
you gallants of the time have a mint at your 
tongue's end to coin them. 

Lor. You know you cannot marry me; but, by 
heavens, if you were in a condition 

Elv. Then you would not be ſo prodigal of your 
promiſes, but have he fear of matrimony before 
your eyes. In few words, if you. love me, as you 
profeſs, deliver me from this bondage, take me out 
of Egypt, and I'll wander with you as far as earth, 
and ſeas, and love can carry us. 

Lor. I never was out at a mad frolic, though 
this is the maddeſt I ever undertook. Have with 
you, lady mine, I take you at your word; and if 
you are for a merry jaunt, I'll try, for once, who 
can foot it fartheſt. There are hedges in ſummer, 
and barns in winter to be found: I with my knap- 
lack, and you with your bottle at your back. 
We ll leave honour to madmen, and riches to 
knaves; and travel till we come to the ridge of this 
world, and then drop together into the next. 

Elv. Give me your hand, and ſtrike a bargain. 

[ He takes ber band, and kiſſes it. 

Lor. In ſign and token whereof, the parties in- 
terchangeably, and fo forth When ſhould. I bg 
weary of ſealing upon this ſoft wax? 7 

Liv. Oh, heavens, 1 hear my huſband' 8 voice. | 

Enter Gomez. 
Sem. Where are you, gentlewoman ? There's 


C 2. 5. be if. oy 


30 The Spaniſh Fryar. 


ſomething in the wind, I'm ſure; becauſe your 


woman would have run up ſtairs before me; but I 
have ſecured her below, with a gag in her chop 


Now, in the devil's name, what makes this Fryar 


here again?. I do not like theſe frequent con- 
junctions of the fleſh and the ſpirit; they are boding. 

Elv. Go hence, good father; my huſband, you 
ſee, is in an ill humour, and I would not have you 
witneſs of his folly. [ Lorenzo going. 

Gem. | Running to the door.] By your reverence's 
favour, hold a little; I muſt examine you ſome- 
thing better before you go. Hey-day! who have 
we here? Father Dominick is ſhrunk in the wet- 
ting two yards and an half about the belly. What 
are become of thoſe two timber-logs that he uſed 
to wear for legs, that ſtood ſtrutting like the two 
black poſts befor: a door? I am afraid ſome bad 
body has been fetting him over a fire in a great 
cauldron, and boiled him down half the quantity, 
for a receipt. This is no Father Dominick, no 

huge over-grown abbey Jubber; this is but a di- 
minutive ſucking fry ar. 

Elv. [ Aſide.] He will be found out; there's no 
prevention! 5 

Gom. Why does he not ſpeak ? What, is the fryar 
poſſeſſed with a dumb devil? If he be, I fhall 
make bold to conjure him. | 

Elu. He is but a novice in his order, and is en- 
zoined filence for a penance. 
. Gom. A novice, quoth-a! you would make a no- 
vice of me too, if you could. But what is his bu- 


fineſs here? Anſwer me that, gentlewoman, anſwer 
me that? 


Elu. What ſhould it be, but to give me ſome 


ſpiritual inſtructions? | 


Gom. Very good! and you are like to edify much 


from a dumb preacher. This will not paſs; I muſt 
examine the contents of him a little cloſer. Oh, 


thou confeſſor, confeſs who thou art, or thou art 


no fryar of this world! 
He comes to Lorenzo, obo flruggles with bim; 


bis babit flies open, and diſcovers a ſword; Co- 


mez ſtarts back. 
As I live, this is a manifeſt member of the church 
militant! | | 
Lor. | Afide.] I am diſcovered—Now, impudence 
de my tefuge—Yes, faith, tis I, honeſt Gomez. 
Thou ſeeſt I uſe thee like a friend. This is a fa- 
miliar viſit. | 1 


Com. What, Colonel Hernando turned fryar! 


bl 
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Who could have ſuſpected you of ſo much godlineſs? 

Lor. E'en as thou ſeeſt, I make bold here. 

Com. A very frank manner of proceeding! Bun 
1 do not wonder at your viſit, after fo friendly au 
invitation as I made you, Marry, I hope you'll 
excuſe the blunderbuſſes for not being in readineſs 
to ſalute you; but let me know your hour, and all 
ſhall be mended another time, 

Lor. Hang it, I hate ſuch ripping up old wit 
neſs, I was upon the frolic this Wenz, and came 
to viſit thee in maſquerade. 

Gom. Very likely; and not Snding me at home, 
you were forced to toy away an hour with my wife, 
or ſo, 8 

Lor. Right; thou ſpeakeſt my very foul. 

Gom. Why, am not I a friend, then, to help 
you out? you would have been fumbling half an 
hour for this excuſe. But, as I remember, you 
promiſed to ſtorm my citadel, and bring your regi- 
ment of red locuſts upon me, for free quarter: J 
find, colonel, by your habit, there are black locus 
in the world, as well as red. 

Elo. | Af ide. ] When comes my ſhare of the 
reckoning to be called for ? 

Lor. Give me thy hand; then thou art the ho- 
neſteſt kind man l was reſolved I would not go out 
of the houſe till I had ſeen thee, 

Gom. No, in my cer ſcience, if I had ſtaid abroad 
till midnight. But, colonel, you and I ſhall talk 
in another tone hereafter; I mean, iff cold friendſhip, 
at a bar before a judge, hy way of plaintiff and de- 
fendant. Your excuſes want lome grains to make 
them current: hum and haw will not do the bu- 
ſineſs. There's a modeſt lady of your acquaintance 
ſhe has ſo much grace to make none at all, but 
ſilently to confeſs the power of dame nature een 
in her body to youthful appetite, 

Elo. How he got in I know not, unleſs it were 
by virtue of his habit, 

Com. Ay, ay, the virtues of that habit are known 
abundantly. 

Elv. I could not hinder his entrance for he 
took me unprovided, 

Com. To-reftt him. 


EJv. I'm ſure he has not been here above a quar- 
ter of an hour. 

Com. And a quarter of that time would have ſerv- 
ed thy turn, Oh, thou epitome of thy virtuous 
ſex! M Madam Meſſalina the ſecond, retire to thy 
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apartment; I have an aſſignation there ta make 
with thee. 

Elv. I'm all obedience. | Exit. 

Lor. I find, Gomez, you are not the man I thought 
you. We may meet before we come to the bar, we 
may; and our differences may be decided by other 
weapons than by lawyers tongues. In the mean 
time, no ill treatment of your wife, as you hope to 
die a natural death, and go to hell in your bed. 
Bilbo is the word; remember that, and tremble 

{ He is going out, 
Enter Dominick. 

Dom. Where is this naughty couple? Where are 
you, in the name of goodneſs? My mind miſgave 
me, and 1 durſt truſt you no longer by yourſelves, 
Here will be fine work, I'm afraid,. at your next 
confeſſion ! 

Lor. | Aſide.] The devil is punctual, I ſee: he 
has paid me the ſhame he ow'd me; and now the 
fryar is coming in for his part too. 

- I Seeing Gom.] Bleſs ray eyes! ha do I 
ee 

+ Why, you ſee a cuckold of this honeſt gen- 
tleman's making; I thank him for his pains. 

Dom. I confeſs, I am aſtoniſhed! 

Com. What, at a cuckoldom of your own contri- 
vance | your head-piece and his limbs have done my 
buſineſs Nay, do not look ſo firangely: remem- 
ber your own words, here will be fine work at your 
next confeflion ! What naughty couple were they, 

whom you durft not truſt, together any longer, when 
the hypocritical rogue had truited them a full quar- 
ter of an hour? And, by the way, horns will ſprout 
in leſs time than muſhrooms. \ 

Dom. Beware how you accuſe one of my order 
upon light ſuſpicions. The naughty couple that I 
meant, were your wife and you, whom I left toge- 
ther with great ni moſities on both ſides. Now, that 
was the occaſion, mark me, Gomez, that I thought 
it convenient to return again, and not to truſt your en- 

raged ſpirits too long together. You might have bro- 
ken outintorevilings and matrimonial warfare, which 
are fins; andnew fins make work for new confeſſions, 
Tor. | Afide.] Well ſaid, i'faith, Fryar; thou art 
come off thyſelf, but poor I am left in limbo. 

Gm. Angle in ſome other ford, good father; you 
ſhall catch no gudgeons here. Look upon the pri- 
ſoner at the bar, fryar, and inform the court what 
you know concerning him: He is arrajgned here by 
the name of Colonel Hernando, | 
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Dom. What colonel do you mean, Gomez? I fee 
no man, but a reverend brother of our order, whoſe . 
profeſſion I honour, but whole perſon I know not, 
as I hope for paradiſe. 

Com. No, you are not acquainted with him; the 
more's the pity; you do not know him, under this 
diſguiſe, for the greateſt cuckold-maker in all Spain, 

Dom. Qh, impudence! oh, rogue ! oh, villain! 
Nay, if he be ſuch a man, my righteous ſp:rit rites 
at him! Does he put on holy garments, for a cover- 
ſhame of lewdneſs ? | 
Com. Yes, and he's in the right on't, father: 
when a ſwingeing fin is to be committed, nothing 
will cover it ſocloſe as a fryar's hood; for there the 
devil plays at bo-peep, puts out his horns to do a 
miſchief, and then ſhrinks them back for ſafety 
like a ſnail into her ſhell. . . 

Lor. Aſide.] It's beſt marching off while I can 
retreat with honour. There's no truſting this fry- 
ar's conſcience; he has renounced me already more 
heartily than he e'er did the devil, and is in a fair 
way of proſecuting me for putting on theſe holy 
robes. | [Exit Lor. 

Gom. Follow your leader, fryar; your colonel is 
trooped off; but he had not gone fo eaſily, if 1 
durſt have truſted you in the houſe behind him. 
Gather up your gouty legs, I ſay, and rid my houſe 
of that huge body of divinity. | 

Dom. I expect ſome judgment ſhould fall upon 
you, for your want of reverence to your ſpiritual di- 
rector. Slander, covetouſneſs, and jealouſy will 
weigh thee down. EM | - 

Com. Put pride, hypocriſy, and gluttony, into 
your icale, father, and you fhall weigh againſt me: 
nay, if fins come to be divided once, the clergy 
= in for nine parts, and ſcarce leaves-the laity a 
tithes, 12 5 | 75 4 

Dem. How dareſt thou reproach the tribe of 
Levi ? - | 

Gem. Marry, becauſe. you make us laymen of 
the tribe of Iſſachar. You make aſſes of us; to bear 
your burdens, When we are young, you put pan- - 
niers upon us with your church-diſciplinez and 
when we are grown up you load us with a wife: af- 
ter that, you procure for other men, and then you 
load our wives too. A fine phraſe you have amongſt 
vou to draw us into Marriage: you call it ſettling 
of a man; juſt. as when a feilow has got a ſound . 
knock upon the head, you ſay he is ſettled—mar-_ 
Flage is a ſettling blow, indeed! They ſay every 
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thing in the world is good for ſomething, as a toad 

to ſuck up the venom of the earth; but I never 

knew what a fryar was good for, till your pimping 
ſhewed me. 

Dom. Thou ſhalt anſwer for this, thou ſlanderer! 
thy offences be upon thy head. 

Com. I believe there are ſome offences there of 
your planting. [Exit Dom, Lord, Lord! that 
men ſhould have ſenſe enough to ſet ſnares in their 
warrens to catch pole-cats and foxes, and yet 

Waat wit a prieſt-trap at their door to lay, 

For holy vermin that in houſes prey. [Exit, 

S C E N E, @ Palace. 
Queen and Tereſa, 

Ter. You are not what you were, fince yeſterday; 
Your food forſakes you, and your needful reſt: 
You pine, you languith, love to be alone ; 

Think much, ipeak little, and, in ſpeaking, figh, | 

When you ſee Torriſmond, you are unquiet; 

But when you ſee him not, you are in pain. 

ue Oh, let them never love, who never try'd! 

They brought a paper to me, to be ſign'd; 

Thinking on him, I quite forgot my name, 

And writ, for Leonora, Torriſmond. 

I caſt my eyes upon the neighbouring fields, 

And, ere I was aware, ſigh'd to yet | 

There fought my Torriſmond. 

Ter. What hinders you to take the man you love? 
The people will be glad, the ſoldiers ſhout, 
And Bertran, though repining, will be aw'd. 

Enter Bertran at a Diſtance. 

Ny. My ſtars have ſent him; 

For, ſee! he comes. How gloomily he looks! 

If he, as I ſuſpect, have found my love, 

His jealouſy will furniſh him with fury, 

And me with means to part. 

Bert. [ fide. ] Shall I upbraid her ! Shall I call 

her faiſe ? | 

If the be falſe, tis what the moſt deſires. 

My genius whiſpers me; Re cautious, Bertran 

Thou walk'ſt as on a narrow mountain's neck, 

A dreadful height, with ſcanty room to tread: 
Qu. What bus'neſs have you at the court, my 
Bert. What bus'neſs, Madam! [ lord? 
Ny. Yes, my lord, what bus'neſs? | 

"Tis ſomewhat ſure of weighty conſequence 

That brings you here ſo often, and unſent for. 
Bert. ¶ Afide.] Tis what I fear'd; her words are 

cold enough 

To freeze a man to death =—May I preſume 


wk dats. DH 
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A ſpeak, and to complain? 


2u. They who complain to princes, think them 
tame. ; 
Bert. Yet men are ſuffer'd to put Heav'n in mind 


of promis'd bleſſings; for they then are debts. 


S. My lord, Heav'n Knows its own time when 
to give; | h 


nut you, it ſeems, charge me with breach of faith. 


Bert. 1 hope I need not, Madam. 


W But as when men in ficknels ling'ring lie, 

E They count the tedious hours by months and years; 
so every day deferr'd to dying lovers, 

Ils a whole age of pain. 


4. What if I ne'er conſent to make you mine? 


y father's promiſe ties me not to time; 

And bonds without a date, they ſay, are void. 
Bert. Far be it from me to believe you bound: 
Love is the freeſt motion of our minds; | 
Oh, could you ſee into my ſecret ſoul, 

here you might read your own dominion doubled 
Both as a queen and miſtreſs! if you leave me, 
Know, I can die, but dare not be diſpleas'd, 


Qu. Sure you affect ſtupidity, my lord, 


: Or give me cauſe to think, that when you loſt 
Three battles to the Moors, you coldly ſtood 
As unconcern'd as now. 


Bert. I did my beſt; 


Fate was not in my power. 


u. And with the like tame gravity you ſaw 


8A raw young warrior take your baffled work, 
And end it at a blow. 


Bert. I humbly take my leave; but they who 


blaſt. 


Tour good opininion of me, may have cauſe 

To know I am no coward. [ He is going. 
| [quence 
8 [A/fde.] This may produce ſome diſmal conſe- 
To him whom dearer than my life I love. 

Lo bim. ] Have I not manag'd my contrivance well, 


Du, Bertran, ſtay 


To try your love, and make you doubt of mine? 
Bert. Then was it but a trial? | 

Methinks J ſtart as from ſome dread ful dream, 

And often aſk myſelf if yet I wake. 


[{ 4fide,] This turn's too quick to be without de- 


I'll ſound the bottom of't, ere I believe. {| ſign; 
Nu. I find your love, and would reward it too; 
But anxious fears ſolicit my weak breaſt, 


- 


I fear my people's faith, 


That hot-mouth'd beaſt that bears againſt the curb, 


Hard to he broken even by lawful kings, 


. 
— 


— 


r r 
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But harder by uſurpers. . f 
Judge, then, my lord, with all chend e cares op- 
If I can think of love. | [prets's, 


Bert. Believe me, Madam, 

Theſe jealouſies, however large hy locus; 

Have but one root, the old impriſon'd king, 

Whoſe lenity firſt pleas'd the gaping crowd; 

But when long try'd, and found ſupineiy good, 

Like Zſop's log, they leap'd upon his back. 

Your father knew them well, and when he 

. mounted, ö 

He rein'd them ſtrongly, and he FEE than hard; 

And, but he durſt not do it all at once, 

He had not left alive this patient ſaint, 

This anvil of affronts. Ne x 
Qu. You've hit upon. the very firing, which 
touch'd, | 

Echo's the ſound, and jars withia my ſoul: : 

There lies my grief. 4 
Bert. So long as there's a head, 

Thither will all the mounting ſpirits fly; 

Lop that but off, and then 
Qu. My virtue ſhrinks from ſuch a horrid a0. 
Bert. This 'tis to have a virtue out of ſeaſon, 

Better be cruel once, than anxious ever. 

Remove this threat'ning danger from your crown; 

And then ſecurely take the man you love. 

Q. [Walking aſide. Ha! let me think wy that 
the man I love! 

Tis true, this murder is the only means 

That can ſecure my throne: to Torriſmond; 

Nay, more, this execution done by Bertrkn, - 

Makes him the object of the people's hate. 
Bert. [ Afide.] The more ſhe thinks, *twill work 

the rar in her. s 
Qu. [ Afede.] How eloquent is miſchief to per- 

Few are ſo wicked as to take delight [ſuade! 

In crimes unprofitable; nor do I. 

If then I break divine and human laws, 

No bribe but love could gain ſo bad a cauſe. 

Bert. Vou anſwer nothing. | 
- Tis of deep concernment, 

And 1 a woman ignorant and weak. 

I. leave it all to you: think what you do, 

You do for him I love. 

Bert. | Aſide.] For him ſhe loves! 

She nam'd not me. that may be Torriſgons, 

Whom ſhe has thrice in private ſeen this day. 

Then I am finely caught in my own ſn are 


I'll think again Madam, it ſhall de done; 
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And mine be all the blame. [ Exit. 
Nu. Oh, that it were! I would not do this 
crime; 5 


And yet, like heaven, * it to be done. 
| Enter Torriſmond. 

Tor. Am I not rudely bold, and preſs too often 
Into your preſence, Madam? If I am 

. No more, leſt I ſhould chide you for your 

ſtay.* 
Where have you been, and how could you ſuppoſe 
That I could live theſe two long hours without 
ou ? 

Tor. Oh, words to 8 an angel from his orb! 
Welcome as kindly ſhowers to. long-parch'd earth ! 
But I have been in ſuch a-diſmal place, 
Where joy ne'er enters, which the ſun ne'er cheers, 
Bound in with darkneſs, overſpread with damps 
Where I have ſeen (if I could ſay I ſaw) 
The good old k\ng,,majeftic in his bonds, 
And midft his griefs moſt venerably great 
By a dim winking lamp, which feebly broke - 
The gloomy vapours, he lay ftretch'd along 
Upon th* unwholeſome earth, his eyes fix'd up- 
And ever and anon a fijent tear _ [ward 
Stole down and trickled from his hoary beard, 

A. Oh, Heaven! what have I done? my gen- 

tle love, <q | 

Here end thy ſad diſcourſe ; and, for my ſake, 
Caſt off theſe fearful melancholy thoughts. 

Tor. My heart is wither'd at that piteous fight, - 

As early bloſſoms are with eaſtern blaſts, _ 
He. ſent for me; and while I rais'd my head, 
He threw his aged arms about my, neck; 

And ſeeing that I wept, he preſs'd me cloſe : 
So, leaning, cheek to check, and eyes to eyes, 
We mingled tears in a dumb ſcene of ſorrow. 

Qu. Forbear: you know not NR you wound my 

ſoul. 

Tor. Can you have grief; and not have pity too? 
He told me, when my father did return, 

He had a wond'rous ſecret to diſcloſe. 
He kiſt'd me, bleſs d me, nay, he -call'd me ton; 
' He 2 d my courage; pray q for my fuccels z 


He was ſo\trpg a fathex to his c 5 
To ate lee cling ge . 
his I . 
org 17 po my. 2 exctly bes- N 
And. not wur e , ere 
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- 


— 


38 The Spaniſh Fryar. 


Tor. You are ſo beautiful, | 
So wond'rous fair, you juſtify rebellion z 
As if that faultleſs face could make no fin, 
But Heaven, with looking on it, muſt forgive. | 
Qu. The king muſt die; he muſt, my Torriſ- 
Though pity. ſoftly plead within my! ſoul, mond: 
Vet he muſt die; that I may make you wen, 
And give a crown in dowry with my love. 
Tor. Periſh that crown, on any head but yours! 
Oh, recollect your thoughts 
Shake not his hour-glaſs, when his haſty ſand. 
Is ebbing to the laſt, 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
And nature drops him down without your ſi in, 
1 mellow fruit without a winter ſfofrm. 
. His doom is paſt, and for your ſake he dies, 
57. Would you for me Ave done fo ill an act, 
And will not do a good one? | 
Now, by your joys on earth, | your hopes in betten; 
Oh, ſpare this great, this good, this aged kids, 4 
And ſpare your ſoul the crime! 
Qu. The crime's not mine; 
*T'was firſt propps'd, and muſt be done by Bertran, 
Fed with falfe hopes to gain my crown and me. 
I, to enhance his ruin, gave no leave; a 
But barely bade him think, and then reſolve. 
Tor. In not forbidding, you command the crime. 
Think, timely think, on che laſt dreadful day; 
How will you tremble, there to ſtand. expos'd, 
And foremoſt in the rank of guilty ghoſts, _ 
That muſt be doom'd for murder! think on 
murder: = 
That troop is plac'd apart frdin common crimes; 
The damn'd themſelves ftart wide, and thun that 
band, 
an. far more black, ant more forlotn than a, bY 
; "Tis terrible; ; it ſhakes, it ſtaggers me! + 
I Emmer Tereſd. 
Send ſpeedily to Bertran; charge him arialy 
Not to proceed, but wait my farther leaſure. > 
Ter. Madam, he ſends to tell you,” "tis per- 
form'd. | [Exit. 
Tor, Ten thouſand plagues « conſume him! fu- 
| ries drag him! 
Fiends tear him! blaſted be the” arm Kar Arucks | 
The tongue that otder'd ! only the be ſpaf d, 
That hinder'd not the deed !“ Oh, where was then 
The power that guards the ſacred lives of kings ?. 
Why ſlept the lightning and the thunder-bolte, 
Or bent their idle rage on 2 and: trons 1 8 
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When vengeance call'd them here ? TH 
24. Sleep that thought too. 

Tis done; ; and fince *tls done, tis paſt feat; 

And fince tis paſt recal, muſt be forgotten. 
Tor. Oh, never, never ſhall it be forgotten! 

High Heaven will not forget it; after ages 

Shall with a fearful curſe remember ours, 


| And blood fthall never leave the nation more. 


Qu. What hinders, now, but that the holy prieſt 
In ſecret join our mutual vows? 
Tor. Be ſtill my ſorrows, and be loud my Joys: : 


Fly to the utmoſt circles of the ſea, 


Thou furious tempeſt, that hath toſs'd my mind, 


And leave no thought but Leonora chere | 


= 


— 


What's this? —!I feel a boding in my ſoul, 

As if this day were fatal —be it ſo. - 
Fate ſhall but have the leFvings of my love. 
My joys are gloomy, but withal are great. 
The lion, though he ſees the toils are fet, 


 _— pinch'd with raging hunger, ſcow'rs aways 


Hunts in the face of danger all the day, 


At night, with ſullen Reer ee o'er his 


= CEE Io 


prey. | | e 
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SCENE Before Gomez's Door. 


Enter Lorenzo, Dominick, and two Soldiers at a” 
Diſtance. 


Pri LL not wag an ace farther: the idle 
I world will not bribe me to it; for my con- 
ſcience will digeſt theſe groſs enormities no longer. 
Lor. How! thy conſcience not digeſt them ! 3 
There's ne'er a fryar in Spain can ſhew a con- 
ſcience that comes near it for digeſtion. It digeſted 
pimping, when I ſent thee with my letter; and it 
digeſted perjury, when thou ſworeſt thou didſt not 


know me: I'm ſure it has digeſted me fifty pound 
of as hard gold as is in'a Barbary. Pr'ythee, why 


ſhouldſt thou diſcourage. fornication, when thou 


knoweſt thou loveſt a ſweet young girl? 
Dom. Away, away; I'do not love them 
phau! no Spits.] 1 do not love a pretty girl! 


Vou are fo waggiſn. [ pits again. 


Lor. Why thy mouth waters at the very men- 
tion of them. ” 


Dom, You take a mighty pleaſure in defamation 
| Da 


> — — — 
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colonel ; but I wander what you. find in running 
reſtleſs up and down, breaking your brains, emp- 


, 
- 


tying your purſe, and wearing out your body, W 
hunting after unlawful game. | 
Lor. Why there's the fatisfaction on't. 


Dom. This incontinency may proceed to adul- 


tery, and adultery to murder, and murder to hang- 


ing; and there's the ſatisfaction on't. 3 
Ler. I'll not hang alone, fryar; I'm reſolved to 


peach thee before thy ſuperiors, tor what thou haſt 


done already. 
Dom. I am reſolved to forſwear it if you do: let 
me adviſe you better, colonel, than to accuſe a 
churchman to churchmen : in the common Saks 
we are all of a piece; we hang together. 
Lor. [Aſide.] If . don't, it were By matter if 
you did. 
Dom. Nay, if you talle of EN J'l peach 
- firſt, and ſee whoſe oath will be believed; III 
trounce you, for offering to corrupt my honeſty and 
bribe my conſcience :. you ſhall be ſummoned b ga 
hoſt of paritors ;- you. all be ſentenced in the. 
ritual court; you ſhall be excommunicated ; — 


ſhall be outlawed and Here Lorenzo rakes 


a purſe, and plays with it; and at laſt lets the purſe 
fall chinking 2 105 ground, which the fryar eyes. ] 
[ 1n another. tone. ] I ſay, a man might do this, 


now, if he were malicioully difpoſed, and had a 
mind to bring matters to extremity; but, conſider- 
ing that you are my friend, a perſon of honour, 


and a worthy good charitable man, I would rather 
die a thouſand deaths than arſoblige vou. 2 
ta tes up the purſe, and pours it into the fryar's ſleeuę.] 

Nay, te 1 nay, dear colonel ; 75 2255 Sir, 
what are you doing now! I profeſs this muſt not 
be! Without this I would have ferved you to the 
uttermoſt: pray command me. —4 jealous, foul- 
mouthed rogue, this Gomez is: I ſaw how he uſed 


you, and you marked how, he ufed me too: Oh, - 


e's a bitter man] but we "Il join our forces; ah, 
ſhall we, colonel? we'll be revenged on him with 
a witneſs, 

Lr. But how call I ſend her word to be ready 
at the door, (for I muſt reveal it in confeſſion to 
you,) that I mean to carry her away this evening, 
by the help of theſe two Piet“ ? I know Gomez 
ſuſpects you, and you will hardly gain admittance. 

Dem. Let me alone; 1 fear him not; 1 am 


armed with ce e ot. my clogBngi ; youder 
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I ſee him, keeping centry at his door; fand you 
 afide, and do but mark how I accoſt him. : 

Lor. If he meet with a repulſe, we muſt throw 
off the fox's ſcin, and put on the Hon's: come, 
gentlemen, you'll ſtand. by me. 

Hold. Do not doubt us, colonel, 

[ They retire all three to a corner of the Hage; 
Do. ainick goes to the door Where, Gomez 
ſtands. 

Dem. Good even, Gomez, how os your wile ? 

Gom. Juſt as you'd have her, thinking on no- 
thing but her dear colonel, and conſpiring cuckgl- 
dom Again me. 

Dom. I dare ſay, you wrong her; ſhe is employ- 
ing her thoughts how to cure you of your jealouſy, 

Gom. Yes, by certainty. - 

Dom. By your leave, Gomez ; 1 have ſome ſpi- | 
ritual advice to impart to her on that ſubject. 

Gem. You may ſpare your inſtructions, if you 
pleaie, father, ſhe has no farther need of them. 

Dom. How, no need of them ! do you ſpeak. i in 

riddles? 

Gam. Since you will have me ſpeak plainer ; ſhe 
has profited ſo well alrcady by your counſel, "that 
the can fay her leflon, without your teaching x de 
vou underſtand me now ? _ 

Dem. 1 muſt not negle&.my duty, for all chat 3 
once again, Gamez, by your leave. 
Com. She's a little tndifpoſed at preſent, and it 
will not be convenient to diſtusb her. 

Dominick affers to go by bim, but t 'other | 

.* Bands before bim. 555 
Dam. Indiſpoſed, ſay you? oh, it is upon thoſe 

occafions that a confeſſor is moſt neceſſary; 1 think, 

it was my good angel that ſent me hither ſo op- 
Portunelj y | : 

Gem. Ay, whole, good EASY ſent you, hither, 
that you beſt know, father. 70 . 

Dom. A word or two of devatiqn 1 will da her. no 
harm, I'm ſure. 

Gom. A little ſleep will do her more good, bh m 
ſure ; you knoyy the diſburdened her conſcience but 
this morning to . 

Dom. But, if the be ill this afternoon, ſhe way 
have new occaſion to confeſs. 

Gem. Indeed, as you order matters with the co- 
lonel, ſhe may have oecafon of confeſſing hexſelf 
every hour. 9 


Den. ee how! 08s * ſhe been del? 
3.5 
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colonel; but I wander what vou find in running 


. reftlefs up and down, breaking your brains, emp- 


dying your purſe, and wearing out your body, with 
hunting after unlawful. game. | 
Lor. Why there's the fatisfaction on't. 
Dom. This incontinency may preceed to adul- 
tery, and adultery to murder, and murder to hang- 
ing; and there's the ſatisfaction on't. 

Lor. I'll not hang alone, fryar; I'm reſolved to 
peach thee before thy ſuperiors, for what thou haſt 
done already. 55 
Dom. I am reſolved to forſwear it if you do: let 
me adviſe you better, colonel, than to accuſe a 
churchman to churchmen : in the common cauſe 
we are all of a piece; we hang together, 

Lor. [ Afide.} If you don't, it were no matter if 
you did, 4 of | 
Dom. Nay, if you talk of peaching, .I'll peach 


- firſt, and ſee whoſe oath will be believed ; 


Pi 
trounce you, for offering to corrupt my honefly and 
bribe my conſcience :. you ſhall be ſummoned hy an 
hoſt of paritors ; you ſhall be ſentenced in the ſpi- 
ritual court; you ſhall be excommunicated; you 


hall be outlawed; and Here Lorenzo takes 


a purſe, and plays with it; and at laſt lets the purſe 


Fall chinking on the ground, which the fryar eyes.] 


— ]n. another tone.] I ſay, a man might do this, 


now, if he were maliciouſly diſpoſed, and had a 


mind to bring matters to extremity z but, conſider- 
ing that you are my friend, a perſon of honour, 
and a worthy good charitable man, I would rather 
die a thouſand deaths than diſoblige you. {| Lorenzo 
rakes up the purſe, and pours it into the fryar's fleeve.] 
Nay, good Sir; nay, dear colonel; O Lord, Sir, 


Phat are you doing now! I profeſs this muſt not 
de! Without this I would have ſerved you to the 


uttermoſt: pray command me.—A jealous, foul- 
mouthed rogue, this Gomez is: I ſaw how he ufed 
you, and you marked how he uſed me too: Ob, 
he's a bitter man] but we'll join our forces; ah, 
ſhall we, colonel? we'll be revenged on him with 
a witneſs. V | | 

Lor. But how ſhall I ſend her word to be ready 


at the door, (for I muſt reveal it in confeſſion to 


vou, ) that I mean to carry her away this evening, 
by the help of theſe two foldiers * I know Gomez 
ſuſpects you, and you will hardly gain admittance. 
Dem. Let me alone; 1 fear him not; I am 
armed with the quthority of my cloathing; youder 


- 
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I fee him, keeping centry at his door; ftand you 
afide, and do but mark how I accoſt him. | 
Lor. If he mect with a repulſe, we muſt throw 
off the fox's ſkin, and put on the Yon's : come, 

gentlemen, you'l! ſtand by me. | 
Sold. Do not doubt us, colonel, 
[ They retire all three to a corner of the age; 
Po. ninick goes to the der where Gomez 
ſtands. 
Dem. Good even, Gomez, how does your wiſe ? 
Gom. Juſt as you'd have her, thinking on no- 
thing but her dear colonel, and conſpiring cuckol- 
dom Again me. 

Dom. I dare ſay, you wrong her; ſhe is employ- 
ing her thoughts how to cure you of your jealouſy, 

Gom. Yes, by certainty. 

Dom. By your leave, Gomez; I have ſome ſpi- 
ritual advice to impart to her on that ſubject. , 

Gm. You may ſpare your inſtructions, if you 
plexe, father, the has no farther need of them, 

Dom. How, no need of them! do you ſpeak in 

riddles ? 

Gam. Since you will have me ſpeak plainer ; ſhe 
has profited ſo well alrcady by your counſel, that 
ſhe can fay her leſlon, without your teaching: 1. 
vou underſtand me now? 

Dem. 1 muſt nat negle& my duty, for all chat ; 
once again, Gomez, by your leave. : 
Gem. She's a little indiſpoſed at preſent, and it 
will not be convenient to diſtuzb her. 
Dominick offers to ge by bim, but 1 "other 

Hands before bim. | 

Dam. Indiſpoied, ſay you ? oh, it is upon thoſe 
o::afions that a confeilor is moſt neceſlary ; I think, 
it was my good angel that ſent me hither ſo op- 
Portunelj y. ; 

Gem. Ay, whoſe. od oak ſent you hither, 
that you beſt know, father. 

Dom. A word or two of devotiqn. 1 will do. her, no 
bum, I'm ſure. 

Gem. A little ſleep will do her more good, ! 
ſure ; you know the diſburdened her conſeience Lo 
this morning to you. 

Dom. Bur, if the be ill this afternoon, ike may 
have new occaſion to confeſs. 

Gem. Indeed, as you order matters with the co- 
lonel, ſhe may. have occaſion, of confeſſing herſelf 
every hour. 

Dem. Pray how long * ſhe been kick? 
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Gem. Lord, you will torce a man to ſpeak; why 
ever fince your laſt defeat. 1 8 

Dom. This can be but ſome light indiſpoſition, 
it will not ſaſt, and J may ſee her. Is 

Dem., How, not aft! I fay, it will laſt, and it 
ſt: ail laſt; ſhe thall be fick theſe ſeven or eight 
days, and perhaps longer, as I ſee occaſion. What! 
I know the kind of her fickneſs, a little better 
than you do. N 
Dem. I find, then, I muſt bring a doctor. 
Gom. And he'll bring an apothecary, with a 
_ chargeable long bill of Ana's: thoſe of my family 
have the grace to die cheaper; in a word, Sir Do- 
minick, we underſtand one another's buſineſs here: 
1 am reſolved to ſtand hike the Swiſs of my own 
$amily, to defend the entrance; you may mumble 
over your pater noſters, if you pleaſe, and, try if you 
can make my doors fly open, and batter down my 
Walls, with bell, book and candle; but I am not 
of opinion, that you are holy enough to commit 
miracles. | 

Dom. Men of my order are not to be treated 
after this manner, . 

Gom. I would treat the pope and his cardinals in 
the ſame manner, if they offered to ſee my wife, 
without my leave. | 

Dom. 1 excommunicate thee from the church, 
if thou doſt not open; there's promulgation com- 
ing out. | 
Com. And I excommunicate you from my wife, 

if you go to that; there's promulgation for pro- 

mulgation, and bull for bull; and fo I leave you to 

recreate yourſelf with the end of an old ſong 

% And ſorrow came to the old Fryar.” [Exit 
Enter Lorenzo and Soldiers. 

Lor. I will not aſk you your ſueceſs; for 1 have 
overheard part of it, and ſaw the concluſion; I find 
we are now put upon our laſt trump; the fox is 
2 but 1 ſhall ſend my two tertiers in after 

| 11 Sold. I warrant you, colonel, we'll unkennel 
im. ; | 
Lor. And make what haſte you can, to bring out 
| the lady: what ſay you, father? Burglary is but a 
venial fin among the ſoldiers. 
Don. I ſhail abſolve them, becaufe he is an enemy 
of the church——there is a proverb, I confeſs, 
which ſays, that dead men tell no tales: but let 
. your ſoldiers apply it at their own perils. 
Lor. What, take away a man's wife, and kill him 


- „ q 
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tos! the wickedneſs of this old villain ſtartles me. 
— Hark you, foldiers, be ſure you uſe as little vio- 
lence to him as poffible. 

Dom. Hold, a little, I have thought better 15 
to ſecure him, with leſs danger to us. 

Lor. Oh, miracle | the fryar is grown Sanie- 

tious ! 

Dom. The old king, you abt is juſt. mur- 
dered, and the perſons that did it are unknown; 
let the ſoldiers ſeize him for one of the aſlaffinates, 
and let me alone to accuſe him afterwards. 

Lor. I cry thee mercy, with all my heart, for 
ſuſpecting a fryar of the leaſt good-nature; what, 
would you accuſe him wrongfully : "IN 

Dom. I muſt confels, 'tis wrongful uoad hoc as 
to the fact itſelf; but tis rightful guead hunc, as 
to this heretical rogue, whom we muſt diſpatch : 
he has railed againſt the church, which is a fouler 
crime than the murder of a thouſand kings; omne 
majus continet in ſe minus: and he that is an enemy 


Pd 


to the church, is an enemy. unto heaven; and he 


that is an.enemy to heaven, would have killed the 
king if he had been in the circumſtances of doing. 
it; ſo it is not wrongful to accuſe him. 

Lor. I never knew a churchman, if he were per- 
ſonally offended, but he would bring in heaven by 
hook or crook into his quarrel.— Soldiers, do as 
you were firſt ordered. | [Exeunt Soldiers. 

Dom. What was't you ordered them? are you 
ſure it is ſate, and not ſcandalous? | 

Lor. Somewhat near your own deſign, but not 
altogether miſchievous ; the people are infinitely 
diſcontented, as they have reaſon; and mutinies 
there are, or will be, againft the queen; now I 
am content to put him thus far into the plot, that 
he ſhould be ſecured as a traitor; but he ſhall only 
be priſoner at the ſoldiers quarters; and when 1 am 
out of reach, he ſhall be releaſed. 

Dom. And what will become of me then? For 
when he is free, he will infallibly accuſe me. 

Lor, Why, then, father, Jon nuf have recourſe 
to your infallible church-remedies, lie impudentty, 
and ſwear devoutly; and, as you told me but now, 
let him try whoſe-oath will be firſt believed. Re- 


tire, I hear them coming. They withdraw. 
Enter "Os Soldiers, with Gomez: Prugg/ing on ibeir 


- baghs. 
Gom, Help, good cht Mane, help neighbours ; ; 
my houſe is broken open by force, and Lam rawiſhed, 
and am aſlaſſinated. What do You mean, 


—5 — — nah fo 
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a out. of them. But all this, white 1 ſtand on thorns; 
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villains? Will you carry me away like a pedlat's 


pack upon your backs? Will you murder a man in 


plain day-light? 
I/ Seld. No; but we'il tecure you for a traitor, 
and for being in a plot againſt the ſtate. | 
Gem. Who, I in a plot! Oh, Lord! oh, Lord! I 
never durſt be in a plot. Why, how can you in cen- 


- ſeience ſuſpect a rich citizen of ſo much wit as to 
make a plotter? There are none but poor rogues, 
and thoſe that can't live without it, that are in plats. 


2d Sold. Away with him, een him. 
Gm. Oh, my gold! my wife! my wife! my 
gold! As I hope to be ſaved, now, I know no more 
of the plot than they that made it, 
[ They carry bim off, and exeunt, 
Lor. Thus far have we failed with a merry gale, 
now we have the Cape of Good Hope in fight ; the 
trade-wind 1s. our own, if we- can but double it. 
| He looks aut.] | Afide.] Ah, my father and Pedro 
ftand at the corner of the ſtreet with . 
there's no ſtirring till they are paſt! 
Enter Elvira with a Caſſet. 
Ely, Am I come at laſt into your arms? 
Lsr. Fear nothing ; the adventure's ended, and 
the knight may carry off the lady ſafely. 
Elv. I'm ſo overjoyed, I can ſearce believe I am 
at liberty. 
Dom: Loſe no time, but make haſte while the 


way is free for you; 3 and e I give you my 


benediction. 
Lor. Tis not ſo free as you ſuppoſe $7 for there's 


6 an old gentleman of my acquaintance that blocks 
up the paſlage at the corner of the ſtreet. 


Dom. What have you gotten there, under your 


arm, daughter? ſomewhat, :I hope, that will bear 


your charges in your pilgrimage. : ! 

Lor. The MW: has an Menke eye to gold and 
jewels. 
| Elv.' Here's that will make you Je without 
a tiddle, and provide a better entertainment for us 


than hedges in ſummer and barns in winter. Here's 
the very heart, and ſoul, and life- blood of Gomez; 


pawns in abundance, old gold of windows, and new 
gold of prodigals; and pearls and diamonds of court 


ladies, till the next bribe helps their huſbands to re- 
deem them. 


Dom. They are the fooils of the wicked, and the 
church endows you with them. 
Lor. And, faith, we'll drink the church's health 
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pr'ythee, dear, look out, and ſee if the coaſt be 
free for our eſcape; for I dare not peep for fear of 
keing known. 12% | : 
[Elvira goes to lack out, and Gomez comes run- 
| wg in upon ber: ſhe ſpriełs out, 
Com. Thanks to my ſtars, I have recovered my 
own territories What do I ſee! I'm ruin'd! 
I'm undone ! I'm betray'd! Oh, colonel, are you 
there? and you; fryar ? Nay, then, I find how the 
world goes. | 5 Es i 
Lor. Chear up, man, thou art out of jeopardy; 
I heard thee crying out juſt now, and came running 
in full ſpeed with the wings of an eagle and the 
feet of a tiger to thy reſcue, Sh 
Gom, Ay, you are always at hand to do me a 
" courteſy, with your eagle's wings and your tiger's 
feet, And what were you here for, fryar ? | 
R 1 To interpoſe my ſpiritual authority in your 
ehalf. . | 
Gom, And why did you ſhriek out, gentlewoman ? 
Ely. Twas for joy at your return. 1 
Gom, And that caſket under your arm, for what 
end and Hee 7:25 iii ied 
E'v. Only to preſerve it from the thieves. 
Com. And you came running out of doors 
Elv. Only to meet you, ſweet huſband. 
Com. A fine evidence ſummed up among you: 
thank you heartily ; you are all my friends. The 
colonel was walking by accidentally, and hearing 
my voice, came in to fave me; the fryar, who was 
hobbling the ſame way too, accidentally. again, 
and not knowing of the colonel, 1 warrant you he 
comes in to pray for me; and my faithful wife 
runs out of doors to meet me with all my jewels 
under her arm, and fhrieks out for joy at my re- 
turn, But if my father-in-law had not met your 
ioldiers, colonel, and delivered me in the nick, I 
ſhould neither have found a friend nor a fryar here, 
and might have ſhrieked out for joy myſelf, for the 
s of my jewels and my wife. | | 
Dam. Art thou an infidel? wilt thou not be- 
lieve us? bo an ies 5 
Com. Such chürchmen as you wauld make any 
man an infidel.— Get you into your kennel, gen- 
tlewoman | I ſhall thank you within doors for 
your ſafe cuſtody of my. jewels, and your own. { He 
thruſts bis avife eff the ftage.]={ Exit Elvira. |—As 
tor you, colonel Huff-cap, we ſhall try before a 
civil magiſtrate who's the greateſt plotter of us 
two, I againſt the ſtate or you againſt the petticoat. _ 
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Tor. Nay, if you will complain, you ſhall for 

ſomething. ' [Bears bin, 
G:m. Murder! murder! I give up the ghoſt! [ 
am deſtroyed ! Help! murder! murder! 

Dom. Away, colonel, let us fly for our lives: the 
neighbours are coming out with forks, and fire. 

ſhovels, and ſpits, and other domeſtic, weapons; the 
militia of a whole alley is raiſed againſt us. 

Lor. This is but the intereſt of my debt, maſter 
uſurer; the Principal, ſhall be paid you at our next 
meeting. 

Dom. Ah, if your ſoldiers had but diſpatched 
him, his tongue had been laid aſleep, colonel; but 
this comes of not following good counſel ; ah i 
| Exeunt Lor. and Fryar ' ſeveralh, 

Com. T'Il be revenged of him, if I dare; but he's 
ſuch a terrible fellow, that my mind miſgives me; 
] ſhall tremble when 1 have him before the judge. 
All my misfortunes come together: I have been rob. 
bed and cuekolded, and raviſhed, and beaten, in 
one quarter of 'an hour; my poor limbs ſmart, and 
my poor head aches! Ay, do, do, ſmart limbs, ache 
head, and ſprout horns; but I'll be hanged before Fl 
pity you: you muſt needs be married, ' muſt you? 
There's for that, [ Beats bis owwn bead. J and to a 


fline, young, modiſh lady, muſt ye? There's for 


that too; and at threeſcore, you old, doating cuck- 
old, take that remembrance A fine time of 
. day for a man to be bound prentice, when he is paſt 
* uſing his trade: to ſet up an equipage of noiſe, 
when he has moſt need of quiet; inſtead of her being 
under covert-baron to be under covert - femme my- 
ſelf; to have my body difabled, and my head forti- 
a bed; and laſtliy, to be crouded into a narrow box 
with a ſhrill treble, 
That with one blaſt, through the whole houſe 
does bound, 
| - A firſt taught ſpeaking- -trompete how to ſound, 
ly 
a 8 CEN E, the Court. 
Ente- Raymond, Alphonſo, and Pedro. 
Ray. Are theſe, are theſe, ye pow 'rs, he 2 
mis' d joys, ä 
| With which U flatter'd my bas; dfous abſence; 
To find, at my return, my maſter murder'd! 
Oh, that 1 could but weep, to vent my paſlion ! 
But this dry ſorrow burns up all my tears. 
Alph. Mdurn inward, brother; 'tis very 'd af 
' courts 
Who weeps, and whe wears black; and your return 
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Will fix all eyes on every act of yours, 
To ſee how you reſent king Sancho's death, 

Ray. What generous man can live with that con- 
Upon his ſoul, to bear, much leſs to flatter, | ftraint - 
A court like chis!. can ] footh tyranny ! | 
seem pleas'd, to ſee my royal maſter murder'd, 

His crown uſurp'd, a diftaft in a throne, 

A council made hf ſuch as dare not ſpeak, 

And could not, if they durſt; hence honeſt men 

Baniſh themſelves, for ſhame of being there: 

A government, that, knowing not true wiſdom, 

Is ſcorn'd abroad, and lives on tricks at home? 
Alpb. Virtue muſt be thrown oF, *tis a coarſe 

garment, 

Too heavy for the ſun-ſhine of a court. 

Ray. Well then, J will diſſemble for an end 
So great, ſo pious, as a juſt revenge ; : 

You'll join with me? 

Alpb. No honeft man but muſt. _ 

Ped. What title has this queen but lawleſs force 
And force muſt pull her down, * 

Alph. Truth is, I pity Leonora's caſe ; 

Fore 4; for her ſafety, to commit a crime 
Wh ich moſt her foul abhors. 

Ray. All ſhe has done, or e'er can do, of good, 
This one'black deed has damn'd. 

Ped. You'll hardly jc in your fon to our deſign. 

Rays Your reafon for't ? 

Pad. 1 want time to unriddle it: 

Put on your t'other face; the queen approaches. 
Enter the Queen, Bertran, and Attendants, | 

Ray. And that accurſed Bertran 
Staiks cloſe behind her, like a witch's fiend, | 
Preſſing to be empley d. Stand, and obferve them. | 

Que [ To Ber.] Bury'd in private, and ſo SO. 
It crofles my defign, which was to allow, _ 
The rites of funeral fitting his degree, F 
With all the pomp of mourning; abs 
Berti It was not ſafe; mu, 
Objects of pity, when tke cauſe i is new, 
Would work too fiercely-on the giddy crowd. 
Had Cæſar's body never been expos d, 
Brutus had gain'd his cauſe. r 


et 
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boy 


Ny. Then was he lov'd? © 1 

Bert. O, never man ſo much, for tant fk: Lond 5 
neſs. : 

Qu. This may be ie c et _ 

Ray. [ Afide.)] Pray Heaven it . + 

Bert. If one of you muſt fall; : 

Sell. prelervation is che firſt of laws; | 
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And if, when ſubjects are oppreſs'd by kings, 
They juſtify rebellion by that law: 

As well may monarchs turn the edge of right ; 
To cut for them, when ſelf-defence requires it. 

Q You place ſuch arbitrary power in kings, 
That 1 much fear, if I ſhould make you one, 
You'll make yourſelf a tyrant. Let thefe know 
By what authority you did this act. 

Bert, You much ſurpriſe me to demand that 

_ queſtion; 
But fince truth muſt be told, *twas by your own. 

Ay, Produce,,*; or, by Heaven, your head ſhall 
The forfeit of your tongue. { anſwer 

Ray. [ Aſide.] Brave miſchief to wal ds. 

Bert. Vou bade me. | | 

Nu, When, and where? 

Bert. No, I confeſs, you bade me not in words, 
The dial ſpoke not, but it made ſhrew'd ſigns, 
And pointed full upon the ſtroke of murder: 

Yet, this you ſaid, 
You were a woman, ignorant and weak, 
So left it to my care. 
Nu. What, if I ſaid, 
I was a woman ignorant and weak, 
Were you to take th' advantage of my ſex, 
Ard play the devil to tempt me? 

Bert. If princes not protect their miniſters, 
What man will dare to ſerve them? 

WV None will dare 
| To erve them ill, when they are left to laws; 3 
But, when a ener to ſave himſelf, 

Would lay miſcarriages upon his prince, - 
Expofing him to public rage and hate, 
©, tis an act as infamou baſe, 
. As, ſhould a common "tldier ſculk bekiods . 
- And thruſt his general! in the front of war: 
Ie ſhe ws he only ſerw'd himſelf before, 
And had no ſenſe of honour, country, king; 
But center'd on himſelf; and us d his maſter, 
As guardians do their. wards, with hews of care, 
But with intent to fell the public FRO. 
And pocket up his prince. 
Ped. [Afide.) Well faid, i'faiths _ 9 
Tips ſpeech is is een too good. for. an uſyrpe ES 71 
ert. T ſee for whom I muſt be ſacrific d; 
And had I not been ſotted with my zeal, 
I might have f. it foanera 

Nu. From my ght! 
The prince who bears an inſolence like this. 
Is ſuch an image of the powers above, 
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As is the ſtatue of the thundering god, 
Whoſe bolts the boys may play with. 
Bert. Unreveng'd | | 

IJ will not fall, nor ſingle. [Exit cum ſuit. 
Nu. | To Ray. who kifſes ber band.] Welcome, 

I ſaw you not before: one honeſt lord [welcome! 

Is hid with eaſe among a crowd of courtiers: 

How can I be too grateful to the father 

Of ſuch a ſon as Torriſmond? 

Ray, His actions were but duty. 

Qu. Yet, my lord, 
All have not paid that debt, like noble Tariſmond, 
You hear, how Bertran brands me with a crime, 
Of which, your ſon can witneſs, I am free; 

I ſent te ſtop the murder, but too late; 

The bloody Bertran, diligent in ill, 

Flew to prevent the ſoft returns of pity. 

Ray. O curſed haſte, of making ſure of ſin! 
Can you forgive the traitor? | 

Qu. Never, never: 

"Tis written here in characters ſo deep, 

That 1 years hence (till then ſhould I not meet 

|; 7 | | 

And in the temple then, TIl drag him thence, 

E'en from the holy altar to the block. 

Ray. [ Afide.] She's fir d, as I would wiſh her. 

Aid me juſtice, | 
As all my ends are thine, to gain this point; 
And ruin both at once It wounds indeed, 
| [To Her. 

To bear affronts, too great to be forgiven, 

And have not power to puniſh. Vet one way 

There is to ruin Bertran. 

Qu. O, there's none; 

You ſaw he came ſurrounded with his friends, 

And knew beſides, our army was remoy'd 

Jo quarters too remote for ſudden uſe, 

Ray. Yet you may give commiſhon 
To ſome bold man, whoſe loyalty you truſt, 

And let him raiſe the train-bands of the city. 
21. Groſs feeders, lion-talkers,lamb-like fighters. 
Ray. You do not know the virtaes of your city, 

What puſhing force they have: ſome popular chief, 

More noiſy than the reſt, but cries halloo, 

And in a trice, the bellowing herd come out 

The gates are barr'd, the ways are barricado'd, 

And one and all's the word; true cocks o'th' game, 

That never aſk, for what, or whom, they fight; 

But turn em out, and how 'em but a foe, 


— 
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Cry liberty, and that's a cauſe for quarrel. 

Qu. There may be dan ger, in'that bofff' rousrout t 
Who knows, when fires are kindled for my foes, 
But ſome new blaſt of wind may tern thofe flames 
Againſt my patace-walls ? | 

Ray* But ſtill their chief 
Muſt be fome one, whoſe loyalty you truft, 

24. And who rrore proper for that truſt than 
Whoſe intereſts, though unknown to you, are mine 
Alphonſo, Pedro, haſte to raife the rabble, 

* ſhall appear to head 'em. 
ay. | Afide to Alph. and Ped. ] Firſt ferze Ber- 

And Then inſinuate to them, that I bring [ tran, 
Their kawful prince to place upon the throne. 

Alpb. Our lawful prince? 

Ray. Fear not: I can produce him. 
So, now we have a plot behind the ptot; f Afite, 
She thinks, e's in the depth of my deſign, 
And that it's all for her; but time thall ſhew, 
She only lives to help me ruin others, 
And laft, to fall herfelf. NIE 

Da. Now to you, Raymond: can you gueſs no 
Why I repoſe ſuch confidence in you ? [ reaſon 
You needs tuft think, 

There's ſome more powerful caufe than loyaltyß: 
Will you not ſpeak, to ſave a lady's bluſh ? 

Muſt I inform you, tis for Torrifmond, 

That all this grace is ſhewn'? 

Ray. [Alle.] By all the powers, worfe, worfe 

than what I fear'd. 

Q And yet, what need I bluſn at ſuch a choice? 
T love a man whom 1 am proud to love, 

And am well pleas'd my inclination gives 
What gratitude would force, 

Ray. The people never will endure this choice. 

Nu, If Tendiire it, what imports it you? 
Go, raiſe the miniſters of my revenge, 

Guide with your breath this whirling tempeſt round, 
And ſee its fury fall where I deſign, [ Exit. 
wy tes Marriage with Torriſmond! it muſt not be; 
en, it muſt not be; or, if it be, 
2 juftice, honour, bid furewel to earth, 
For Heaven leaves all to tyrants. 
Enter Torriſmond, who kmels to bim. 
Tor. O, ever welcome, Sir, | 
But doubly now! You come in ſuch a time, 
As if propitious fortune took a care, 
To ſwell my tide of joys to their full Height, 
And leave me nothing farther to defire. 
Ray. I hope, I come in time, if not to make, 
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At leaſt, to ſave your fortune and your honour: 
Take heed you ſteer your veſſel right, my ſon; 
This calm of Heaven, this mermaid's melody, 
Into an unſeen whirlpool draws you faſt, | 
And in a moment ſinks you. 

For. Fortune cannot, | 
And fate can ſcarce; I've made the port already, 
And laugh ſecurely at the lazy ſterm 
That wanted wings to reach me in the deep. 

Your pardon, Sir; my duty calls me hence; 
] go to find my queen, my earthly goddeſs, 
To whom I owe my hopes, my life my love. 
Ray. You owe her more, perhaps, than you ima» 
gine 3 
Stay, I command you ſtay, and hear me firſt. 
This hour's the very crifis of your fate, 
Your good or ill, your infamy or fame, 
And all the colour of your life depends 
On this important now. | 
Ter. I fee no danger; 
The city, army, court. eſpouſe my cauſe, 
And, more than all, the queen, with public favopr, 
Indulges my pretenſions to her love. 

Ray, Oh, virtue, virtue | what art thou become, 
That man ſhould leave thee for that toy a womans 
Now, ſon, ſuppoſe 
Some brave conſpiracy were ready form'd, 

'To puniſh tyrants and redeem the land, 
Could you ſo far belie your country's hope, 
As not to head the party ? 

Tor. How could my hand rebel againſt my heart? 

Ray. How could your heart rebel againſt your 

reaſon ? 

Tor. No honour bids me fight againſt 1 
The royal family is all We ; 
And the who reigns beſtows her crown on4 
So, mult I be ungrateful to the living, 
Jo be but vainly pious to the dead; 

While you defraud your offspring of their fate. 

Ray. Mark who defraud their offspring, you or I; 
For, know, there yet ſurvives the lawful heir 
Of Sancho's blood, whom, when I ſhall produce, 
I reſt aſſur'd to ſee you pale with fear, 

And trembling at his name. 

Tor. He muft be more than man who makes me 
dare him to the field, with all the odds 3 : 
Ot juſtice on his ſide, againſt my tyrant, 

Produce your lawful prince, and you ſhall ſee 
How brave a rebel love has mage your ſon. 
E 2 
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Ray, Read that; 'tis with the royal ſignet ſign'd, | 
And given me by the king, when time ſhould ſerve, 
To be perus'd by you. 

Tor. | Reads.J © I the king: 

My youngeſt and alone ſurviving ſon, 
Reported dead t' eſcape rebellious rage, 

Tilf happier times thall call his courage forth 
'To break my fetters, or revenge my fate, 
Iwill that Raymond educate as his, 

And call him Torriſmond.” 

If I am he, that ſon, that Torriſmond, 
The world contains not fo forlorn a wretch. 
Let never man believe he can be happy; 

For when I thought my fortune molt ſecure, 
One fatal moment tears me from my joys; 
And when two hearts were join'd by mutual love, 
The ſword of juſtice cuts upon the knot. 
And fevers them for ever. 

Ray. True, it muſt. _. 

Tor. Oh, cruel man, to tell me that it muſt! 
If you have any pity in your breaſt, 

Redeem me from this labyrinth of fate, 
And plunge me in my firſt obſcurity, 
The ſecret is alone between us two; 
And though you would not hide me from myſelf, 
Oh, yet be kind, conceal me from the world, 
And be my father ſtill, _ 
Ray. Your lot's too glorious, and the ea tos 
plain. 
Now, in the name of honour, Sir, I beg you, 
Since I muſt uſe authority no more) 
n theſe old knees I beg you, ere I die, 
That I may fee your father's death reveag'd. 
| 17 Why *tis the only bus'neſs of my Hfe; 
order's ifſu'd to recal the army, 
ad ertran's death reſolv'd. 
Ray. And not the een $? Oh, ſhe's the chief 
offender! 
Shall juſtice turn her edge within your hand? 
No, if ſhe *ſcape, you are yourſelf the tyrant, 
And murderer of your father. 
Tor, Cruel fates, 
To what have you reſerv'd me! 
Ray. Why that ſigh ? 
Tor. Since you muſt know, (but break, oh, 
break, my heart, 
Before I tell my fatal ſtory out!) 
Th” uſurper of my throne, my houſe's ruin, 
The murderer of my father, is my wife. 
Ray. Oh, horror, horror! — After this alliance, 
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Let tigers match with hinds, and wolyes with ſneep, 
And every creature couple with his fae. j 
How vainly man deſigns, when Heav*y/ oppoſes 
I bred you up to arms, rais'd you to power, 
Permitted you to fight for this uſurper, 
Indeed, to fave a crown, not her's, but yours; 
All to make ſure the vengeance of this day, 
Which even this day has ruin'd. One more queſtion 
Let me but aſk, and I have done for ever: 
Do you yet love the cauſe of all your woes, 
Or is the grown (as ſure ſhe ought ta be) 
More odious to your fight than toads and adders? 
Ter. Oh, there's the utmoſt matice of my fate, 
That I am bound to hate, and born to love! 
Ray. No more——Farewel, my much-lamented 
king! TE [Exit Raymond. 
Tor. Tis but a moment fitice I have been king, 
And weary on 't already. I'm a lover, 
And lov'd, poſſeſs; yet all theſe make me „etched 
And Heay'n has giv'n me bleſſings for a curſe. 
With what a load of vengeance am I preſs'd! 
Yet never, never can I hope for reſt; 
For when my heavy burden I remove, 
The weight falls Wy and cruſhes her 1 love. 


| ¶EEreunt. 
— A 0 8 v. | 
Enter Torriſmond. 


Tor. I OVE, juſtice, nature, pity, and revenge, 
Have Kindled up a wildfire in my breaſt, 
And 1 am all a civil war within. | 
Enter Queen and Terefa at a Diſtance, 
My Leonora there! 
Mine! is the mine? My father's murderer mine? 
Oh, that I could,” with honour, love her more, 
Or hate her teſs, with reaſon See, ſhe weeps ; 
Thinks me unkind, or falſe, and knows not why 
I thus eſtrange my perſon from her bed. 
Shall I nat tell her? No; 'twill break her heart: 
She'll know, too ſoon, her own and V misfortunes. 
[ Exits 
Nu. He's gone, and I am loſt! Didſt thou not 
His ſullen eyes, how gloomily they glanc'd? [ſee 
He look'd not like the Torrifſmond J lov'd. 
Re-enter Torri ſmo-· 


Ter, Still ſhe is here, 1 3 Rill I cannot TONE, ; 
3 
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Bot wander, like ſome diſcontented ghoſt, 
That oft appears, but is forbid to talk. | 


5 i 5 U eing again. 
Qu. Oh, Torriſmond, if yon reſolve my death, 
You need no more but to go hence again! 
wit you not ſpeak ? 
Tor, I cannot. | 
Nu, Speak, oh, ſpeak. | SEM 
Your anger would be kinder than your ſilence. 
Tor. Be witneſs, all ye pow'rs that know my 
I would have kept the fatal fecret hid, [heart, 
But ſhe has conquer d, to her ruin conquer'd. 
Tere, take this paper; read our deſtinies. | 
. | { Gives the paper, 
| Yut, now you have Its ſpare my ſight the pain 
Of ſeeing what a world of tears it coſt you. 
Go, filently enjoy your part of grief, 
. And hare the fad inheritance with me. 
Ne. I have a thirſty fever in my ſoul ; 
Give me but preſent eaſe, and let me die. 
. | [Exrunt Queen and Tereſa, 
Enter Loremo., | 
Ler. Arm, arm, my lord; the city bands are upy 
Drums beating, colours flying, ſhouts confus'd, 
All cluſt'ring in a heap, like ſwarming hives, 
And riſing in a moment. | 
Tor. With defigh 
To puniſh Bertran, and revenge the king; 
*T was order'd ſp. TR 
Lor. Then you're betray'd, my lord. 
Tis true, they block the caſtle leept by Bertran; 
at now they cry, Down with the palace, fire it, 
Pull out th' ufurping queen. par ER 
Tor. The: n 0654] durſt they name the 
queen |! 5 
or, If railing and reproaching be to name her. 
Tor. Oh, ſacrilege! Say, quickly, who commands 
This vile blaſpheming rout ? | | 
Lor. Im loth to tell you? 
But both our fathers thruſt them headlong on, 
And bear down all before them. 
Tor. Death and hell! 
mewhat muſt be reſolv'd, and ſpeed}ly, 
How ſay'ſt thou, my Lorenzo? Dar'ft theu be 
friend, and once forget thou art a ſon, 
o help me ſave the queen? 
Lor. [ Aſide.] Let me conſider 


* 


Bear arms againſt my father! He begat me; 
That's true: but for whoſe ſake did he beget me? 
For his own, ſure 6novFh ; for me he knew not. 


* 
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Oh, but, Tays conſcience, fly in nature's face? 
But how if nature fly in my face firſt? 
Then nature's the aggreſſor - Let her loc to" tee 
He gave me life, and he may tale it back 
No, that's boy's play, ſay I, | | 
'Tis policy for ſon and father to take UFerent Tides; 
For then lands and tenements commit no treaſon. 
To Tor.] Sir, upen mature conſideration, 1 heve 
und my father to be little better than a rebel; 
and therefore I'Il do my beft to fecure him for your 
ſake, in hope you may ſecure him hereafter for my 
ſake. | 
Tor. Put on thy utmoſt ſpeed to head the troops, 
Which every moment I expect t* arrive. 
Proclaim me, as J am, the lawful king. 
I need not cantion thee for Raymond's life, 
Though I no more muſt call him father now, 
Lor. [ Afids.] How, not call him father! T Tee 
preferment alters a man ſtrangely: this may ferve 
me for a uſe of inſtruction, to caſt off my father, 
when I am great. Methought, too, he called him- 
felf the awful king, intimating fweetly, that he 
knows what's what with our ſovereign lady. Well, 
if Irout my father, as I hope in Heaven I ſhall, I 
am in a fair way to be a prince of the blooud-—_ 
Farewel, general; P'll bring up thoſe that (hall try 
what mettle there is in orange-tawny, [Exæit. 
Tor. [ At the door. ] Haſte, there, command tire 
guards be all drawn 'up 
Before the palace gate. By heaven, Ill face 
This tempeſt, and deſerve the name of king. 
55 | ; Exit. 
Enter Gomez, Elvira, Dominick, -wvitb opel to 
| make the Stage as full ns poſſible. 
Ped. Why, how now, Gomez; what makeſt thou 
Here with a whole brotherhood of crry-bafliffs ? 
Why, thou lookeſt like Adam in paradife, with his 
guard of bedfts about him. F 


Gom, Ay, and a man had need of them, Pon Pe- 
aro ; for here are the two dld feducers, a wife and 
a prieſt, that's Eve and the ferpent, at my elbow. 

Dom. Take notiee how uncharitably he talles of 
churchmen. F 

Gom. Indeed you are a Charitable” belſwagger: 
my wife cried out fire, fire; and you brought out 
your church buckets, and called for engrnes to 
play againſt it. | ; 1 
Apb. I am ſorry you zre eame ther to aceufe 
pour : Her education Nas deen virtudus, *ber 

te Ls F . 


7 
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Cote, Ves; ſhe's eaſy with a dengeance; - There's $ 
a certain colonel has found her ſo. 
. Aipb. She came a ſpotleſs virgin to your bed. 
Com. And ſhe's a ſpotleſs virgin ſtill for me 
ſhe's never the worſe for my wearing, I'll take my 
oath on't: I have lived with her with all the inno- 
cence of a man of threeſcore; like a peaceable bed- 
fellow as I am. 
Elu. Indeed, Sir, I have no a featbn to complain 
of him for diſturbing of my ſleep. 
Dom. A fine. commendation you have given your- 
| felt; the church did not marry you for that. 
. Ped, Come, come, your enge your griev- 
ances? a 
Dom. Why, noble Sir, I'll tell you. | 
Com. Peace, fryar! and let me ſpeak firſt. Iam 
the plaintiff. ,. Sure you think you are in the pul- 
pit, where you preach by hours. | 
Dom. And you edify.by minutes. 
Som. Where you make doctrines for the people, 
and uſes and applications for yourſelves. 
. Ped, Gomez, give way to the old rh in 
black. 
Com. No! the t'other old gentleman in black 
ſhall take me if 1 do; I will ſpeak firſt; nay, I 
will, fryar, for all your verbum ſacerdotis, I'll ſpeak 
truth in few words, and then you may come after- 
Wards, and lye by the clock, as you uſed to do: for, 
let me tell you, gentlemen, he ſhall lye and for- 
ſwear himſelf with any fryar 3 in all Spain; that's a 
bold word, now. .. . 
Dom. Let him alone ; let him alone ; I ſhall fetch 
him back with a circum-bendibus, 1 wartand him. 
Alph. Well, what have you to ſay againſt your 
wits Gomez 1 | 
Gom. Why, I fay, in * firſt place, that I and 
all men are married far our ſins, and that our wives 
are a judgment; that a batchelor- cobler is a happier 
man than a prince in wedlock; that we are all viſi- 
ted with a houſehold plague, and,“ Lord have 
mercy upon us” ſhould be written on all our doors. 
Dom. Now he reviles marriage, us | is one of 
the ſeven bleſſed ſacraments. | 
Com. 'Tis.liker one of the ſeven deadly fins : but 
make your beſt on't, I care not; 'tis but binding a 
man neck and heels for all that! But, as for my 
wife, that crocodile of Nilus, the has wickedly and 
traiteroufly conſpired the cuckoldom af me her 
_ anointed ſovereign lord; and with the help of the 


aforeſaid fryar, Whom heaven confound, and with 
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the limbs of one Colonel Hernando, cuckold-maker 
of this city, deviliſhly contrived to ſteal herſelf away, 
and under her arm feloniouſly to bear one caſket of 
diamonds, pearls and other jewels, to the value of 
thirty thouſand piſtoies. Guilty, or not guilty ; 
how ſayeſt thou, culprit? | 

Dem. Falſe and ſcandalous! Give me the book, 
I'll take my corporal oath point-blank againſt every 
particular of this charge. 

Elv. And ſo will I. : 

Dom. As I was walking in the ſtreets, telling my 
deads and praying to myſelf, according to my uſual 
cuſtom, I heard a foul out-cry before Gomez s por- 
tal; and his wife, my penitent, making doleful la- 
mentations; thereupon, making what haſte my 
limbs would ſuffer me, that are crimpled with often 
kneeling, I ſaw him ſpurning and fiſting her moſt 
unmercifully; whereupon, ufing chriſtian arguments 
with him to deſiſt, he fell violently upon me, with- 
out reſpect to my ſacerdotal orders, puſhed me from 
him, and turned me about with a finger and a thumb, 
Juſt as a man would ſet up a top. Mercy, quoth I, 
Damme, quoth he. And till continued labouring 
me, till a good-minded colonel came by, whom, as 
Heaven ſhall fave me, I had never ſeen before. 

Gom, Oh, Lord! oh, Lord! 

Dom. Ay, and, oh, lady! oh, lady! too. I redou- 
ble my oath, I had neverieen him. Well, this no- 
ble colonel, like a true gentleman, was for taking 
the weaker part, you may be ſure—whereupon this 
Comez flew upon him like a dragon, got him down, 
the devil being ſtrong in him, and gave him baſti- 
nado upon baſtinado, and buffet upon buffet, which 
the poor meek colonel, being proftrate, ſuffered 
with a moſt chriſtian patience. 1 

Com. Who? he meek? I'm ſure I quake at the 
very thought of him; why, he's as fierce as Rho- 
domont; he made aſſault and battery upon my per- 
ſon, beat me into all the colours of the rainbow; 
and every word this abominable prieſt has uttered is 
as falſe as the Alcoran. But if you want a thorough- 
paced lar, that will ſwear through thick and thin, 
commend me to a fryar. 


Erter Lorenzo, behind the company, and ſtands at 
bis father's back unſeen, over againſt Gomez. 


Lor, [ Afide.] How now! What's here to do? 
My cauſe a trying, as I live, and thau before my 
own father: now fourſcore take him for an old 
duvdy magiſtrate. | 
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_ Aipb, Well—but all this while, who is this Co- 
lonel Hernando? ä 9 

Gom. He's the firſt begotten of Beelzebub, with 
a face as terrible as Demogorgon. [Lorenzo Feeps 
ever Alphonſo s bead, and flares at gy? Noz 
1 lye, 1 lye; he's a very proper handſome fellow! 
well proportioned, and clean ſhaped, with a face like 
a cherubim. | 

Ped. What, backward and forward, Gomez, dot 
thou hunt counter ? : 

Alph. Had this colonel any former defign upon 
1 4 wife? for, if that be proved, you ſhall have 

uſtice. 

Gom. [ Aſide.] Now I dare ſpeak ; let him look 
as dreadful as he will. 1 ſay, Sir, and will prove it, 
that he had a lewd deſign upon her body, and at- 
tempted to corrupt her honeſty, Lorenzo lifts up 
bis ff clenched at him.] I confeſs, my wife was ag 
willing—as himſelf; and, I believe, 'twas ſhe cor- 
rupted him; for J have known him, formerly, a 
very civil and modeſt perſon. 

Ev. You ſec, Sir, he contradicts himſelf at every 
word: he's plainly mad. h . 

Alph. Speak boldly, man! and ſay what thou 
wilt ſtand by: Did he ſtrike thee ? | 

om. I will ſpeak boldly : he ſtruck me on the 
face before my own threſhold, that the very walls 
cried ſhame on him. [Lorenzo boids up again.] 
*Tis true, I gave him'provocation, for the man's 
as peaceable a gentleman as any's in all Spain. 

Dom, Now the truth comes out, in ſpite of him. 

Ped. I believe the fryar has bewitehed him. 

Alpb. For my part, I ſee no wrong that has been 
offered him. 


Com. How! no wrong? Why, he raviſhed me 


with the help of two ſoldiers, carried me away vi 
& armis, and would have put me into a plot againſt 
the government. [Lorenzo holds up again.] I con- 
feſs, I never could endure the government, becauſe 
it was tyrannical: but my ſides and ſhoulders are 
black and blue, as I can ſtrip and ſhew the marks 
of them. ¶ Lorengo again.] But that might happen, 
too, by a fall that I got yeſterday upon the pebbles. 
* [All laugh. 
Dom. Freſh firaw, and a dark chamber : a moſt 
manifeſt judgment; there never comes better of 
xail}ng againſt the church. L 
Cam. Why, what will you have me ſay? 1 thiok 
you'll make me mad: truth has been at my tangue 8 
end this half hour, and I have not power to 


- 
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it out, for fear of this bloody-minded colonel. | 

Alph. What colonel ? | 

Com. Why, my colonel: I mean my wife's cs, 
lone), that appears there to me like my mals ge- 
nius, and territies me. | 

Alph. [Tarning ] Now you are mad indeed, Go- 
mez; this is my ſon Lorenzo. 

Com. How? Your ſon Lorenzo! It is impoſſible. 

Abh. As true as your wife, Elvira, is my 
daughter. 

Lor. What, have I taken all this pains about a 
ſiſter ? | 

Com. No, you have taken ſome about me: I am 
ſure, if you are her brother, my ſides can ſhew the 
tokens of oar alltance. 

Alpb. [To'Lor.] You know I put your ſiſter into 
2 nunnery, with a ſtrict command not to ſee you, 
for fear you ſhould have wrought upon her to have 
taken the habit, which was never my intention; 
and, conſequently, I married her without your 
knowledge, that it might not be in your power to 
preveRt it. 

Ely. You ſee, brother, I had a natural affection 
to you. | | 
E. What a delicious Harlot have I loſt! Now, 
pox upon me, for being ſo near a-kin to the. 

Elv. However, we are both beholden to fryar 
Dom' nick. | 

Dom. Heaven! what wilt become of me? 

Com. Why, you are not like to trouble Heaven; 
thoſe fat guts were never made for mounting. 

Lor. I ſhall make bold to diſburden him of my 
hundred piſtoles, to make him the lighter for his 
journey; indeed 'tis partly out of conſcience, that 
J may not be acceſſary to his breaking his vow of 
poverty. | | | 

Alpb. I have no ſecular power te reward the 
Pains you have taken witl: my daughter: but I 
ſhall do it by proxy, fryar; your biſhop's my friend, 
on is too honeſty: to let ſuch as you infect a cloy- 
ſer. | | 

Gom. Ay, do, father-in-law, let him be ſtripped 
of his habit, and diſordered——] would fain fee 
him walk in quirpo, like a caſed rabbit, without his 
holy fur upon his back, that the world may once 

behold the inſide of a fryar. 
Exit Dominick, with à rabble puſhing bim. 
Enter Torriſmond, Leonora, Bertran, Raymond, 
ya ; Tereſa, Se. 5 
Pr, He lives! he lives! my royal father lives! 
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Go The Spaniſh Fryar. 
Let every one partake the general joy. 


Some angel with a goldent trumpet ſound, 
King Sancho lives! and let the echoing ſkies, 


From pole to pole reſound, King Sancho lives! 


Oh, Bertran, oh, no more my foe, but brother: 
One act like this blots out a thouſand crimes. 
Bert. Bad men, when *tis their intereſt, may 
do good: 
I muſt confeſs, I counſel'd Sancho's murder; 
And urg'd the queen by fpecious arguments; 
But ſtill, ſuſpecting that her love was chang'd, 
J ſpread abroad the rumour of his death, 
To ſound we very ſoul of her deſigns: 
Th' event, you know, was anſwering to my fears: 
She threw the odium of the fact on me, 
And publickly avow'd her love to you. 
Ray. Heaven guided all, to fave the innocent. 
Bert. I plead no merit, but a bare forgiveneſs, 
Tor. Not only that, but favour: Sancho's life, 
Whether by virtue or deſign preſerv'd, 
Claims all within my power. 
Qu. My prayers are heard; 
And | have nothing farther to deſire, 
But Sancho's leave to authorize our marriage, 
Tor. Oh, fear not him! pity and he are one; 
So merc;ful a king did never live; 
Loth to revenge, and eaſy to forgive: 
But let the bold conſpirator beware, 
For Heaven makes princes its peculiar care, 
| [ Exeurt. 
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